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Abstract of thesis

Alternate reality 'Institute of Higher Learning' CalArts art school students escape a world 

wide nuclear holocaust apocalypse in a spirit-driven space ship on December 21st, 2012. 

After music student Wiley Canyon flings white paint and red paint off a balcony in an act 

of creative vandalism that accidentally lands on the head of art student Niko Ellis, an 

unpredictable chain of events is set off that allows several important future survivors to 

meet for the first time but eventually leads to the end of the world as we know it. These 

survivors later return to Earth and form a new utopian matriarchal society. Along with 

her observations about the Los Angeles art world and advertising, Anna Jones combines 

unconventional elements of autobiography with institutional critique, magical realism and 

science fiction to explain her unique, complex and emotionally & sexually charged 

college educational experience on the campus of the California Institute of the Arts. 
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*

Under one hundred thousand suns, swirling eternally through ethereal planes of 

rainbow light,  surging through the  space  and time of  the  fabric  of  the  most  densely 

colored quadrants of the galaxies, the spirit ships would search. 

Attracted naturally to the nourishing rays of starlight radiated by the warm red 

and yellow stars commonly found at the outer edges of galaxies, like our own Milky 

Way, a spirit ship was always on the lookout for some kind of flesh into which it could 

infuse its strange power. 

A ship would power itself up with starlight, like a child will hold a glow in the 

dark novelty toy up to a light bulb, and then proceed to wait patiently in the sky/ heavens 

just above a planet of soon-to-be incarnate lifeforms below and build up its vooming 

charge, not unlike lightning waits inside a cloud. It will sit there, sometimes for days or 

weeks  or  in  particularly  lifeless  areas,  whole  centuries  or  eons,  and  as  patiently  as 

Buddha under his boditree, a ship will await a catalyst. 

A spirit ship may find this in the smallest of chemical reactions. 

The ooze, as it were.

Here  on  our  own  planet  Earth,  the  effects  of  such  a  reaction  are  present 

everywhere. At the time this story is being written, Earth, as a planet is so overrun with 

every particular multitude odd and end and even alike of life imaginable. This is because, 

on  Earth  the  opportunities  for  the  strange  ships  to  land  are  so  myriad,  and  so 

unequivocally  appealing in terms of potential for sheer sensuality...

It would hover in the clouds above the heads of the landscape and those who slept 

peacefully, fitfully, or unrestfully below. Or on some planets, it would wait above terrain 
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where no one reasonably definable as a person resided. When it settled over a planet, the 

ship didn’t care or even know if in fact there was or would ever be anyone to serve as its 

catalyst of embodiment, but a ship never had to wait long when it implanted itself into 

the seeds of blue above our own planet Earth. The ships never consciously sought out 

incarnation, but were simply compelled towards it by an unknown power. Any given ship 

might become any given organism, giving it the breathe of life. A ship didn't care if it 

ended up a man or a mongoose, for each ship was only a carrier of spirit compelled by 

some invisible grand experiment. 

The goal of this experiment was to find the best way for life to be alive. 

Perfecting the vessel, you might say.

Little did the ships know, however, as they would shoot down between the legs of 

lovers of all species, how lucky and strange and tragically powerful a situation they had 

dragged themselves into by landing here on this tiny blue polluted planet Earth, or how 

much pleasure and pain it had, in essence, contractually obligated itself to experience by 

meddling in the affairs of Earth. 

Especially,  of  late,  it  seemed  a  particular  species  that  referred  to  itself  both 

officially and redundantly as Homo Sapiens Sapiens had been particularly active in terms 

of its activity-resulting-in-incarnation. 

At the time that this story is being written, there were more spirit ships on Earth 

than nearly any other planet in the universe and the growing majority of them are housed 

by individual members of  Homo Sapiens Sapiens. As a species, they was beginning to 

overwhelm the little planet with the various crust and crud of leftover material produced 

from these people moving other non- or sub- or semi-conscious material of the planet 
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around in various ways in order, in some cases, to produce energy for these people to 

watch TV and dry their hair and clothes with and cook prepackaged food in microwaves 

with (and the examples go on and on). But in some rare cases as a way of incarnating 

something entirely new and different that could change the course of the spirit  ship's 

search, and consequently the entire makeup of not only this, our own little measly blue 

bubble of atmosphere, but the nature of all incarnation everywhere across the universe.  

At the time that this story is being written, certain people on Earth had even begun to 

understand that the spirit  ships were  there, and  even what it was they were trying to 

accomplish.

This latter  group of people moving Earth to with purposes beyond the simple 

sustenance of the status quo was currently centralized in a growing number of physical, 

geographical locations on Earth. One of these places was in sunny Southern California at  

a certain unconventional Institute of Higher Learning.

In other words, at the time that this story is being written, things on Earth were 

still in flux in terms of knowledge and awareness amidst the local and global societies of 

man that most of this progressive work was either being pursued or made progress in, 

although both of these things happened to be true...
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*

There are several somewhat alarming chemical compounds present in the average 

can of white house paint. 

The particular  brand of white  paint  used at  this  incredibly unique  Institute  of 

Higher Learning, Ed Dunnward’s TONE-A-WALL A421J Tintable White, contained not 

only  the  relatively  harmless  ingredients  of  water  and  titanium  dioxide,  but  literally 

hundreds  of  various  other  constituents  including pigments,  drying agents,  defoamers, 

surfactants, rheology modifiers to ensure smooth application, biocides to prevent bacteria 

from living in the paint and numerous co-solvents to ensure that all these elements mixed 

together properly in their respective aluminum gallon or quart sized cans. Most of these 

additives  are  largely  made  up  of  carcinogenic  chemicals  and  particulates  as  well  as 

various other toxic contaminants that are potentially a.k.a. horribly harmful if swallowed, 

inhaled or otherwise ingested. 

The  green  and  white  label  on  the  side  of  the  paint  can  warns  that  proper 

ventilation & respiratory protection are required, something that was basically next to 

impossible  when painting the interior gallery walls of the windowless behemoth of a 

building that housed the Institute of Higher Learning. 

The fact that the substance was white did not make it pure or clean or harmless, 

although it was posited and tested, if in a rather extreme way in a particular performance  

art class final presentation later that semester that if one actually went to the trouble of 

coating  one's  entire  naked  body  completely  with  it,  that  one  would, in  fact  survive 

provided that one did not paint the bottoms of one’s feet... 
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If ever there was an inside racket for the Ed Dunnward’s sales figures, it was the 

unstoppable rise of the requirement of a white cube in which to place art objects as the  

dominant ideal for the display of artistic products. This was especially true within the 

posh and expensive markets that defined the benefactors and trustees of the Institute of 

Higher Learning. These people, who, through generous (albeit tax deductible) donations 

to  the  school,  were  hoping  to  immortalize  their  own actions  for  the  good of  future 

society, were actually  contributing to their own failure in this very endeavor, not only 

through their inability to part with more than a small fractional percentage of their vast 

fortunes, but through their own deep ingrained lack of faith in the true value of artists in 

society for purposes beyond entertainment. Those of them who had not inherited their 

wealth made their  millions in either business or politics or both, and maintaining the 

reputation of their estates required an almost compulsory philanthropic attitude lest they 

and therefore their family's name, appear miserly. 

In 2010, this is a problem that was continuing to grow in terms of both public 

opinion and government funding, and at the time this story is being written, the Institute 

of Higher learning, despite having one of the largest grants for arts education in the entire  

country of the United States, was over one million American dollars ‘in the red’, as the 

saying goes. 

Of the over 1,000 rooms contained under the single large roof that, not counting 

the dormitories, comprised more than 90% of the campus, exactly 113 of these were used 

in a manner that required them to be repainted with the tone-a-wall tintable white at least,  

on average, once a month (some more, some less). These spaces were rotated frequently 

as galleries, offices, studios, and film sets, but these figures did not even include the extra 
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paint  needed  for  covering  up  the  somewhat  rampant  and  increasingly  elaborate 

vandalism that had been spreading from the sub-basement level, which was situated on 

the  West  side  of  campus  and  is  buried  3  stories  underground,  directly  under  the 

administrative office wing that points, like a post-modern cathedral, towards the front 

parking lot. 

The administration had in fact designated an officially sanctioned ‘painting area’ 

down there, although large plastic signs warned that no spray paint was to be used (only 

water soluble paint), and that students must not paint or otherwise deface the floor, doors,  

light fixtures or ceiling tiles lest they face disciplinary action if caught or later identified 

by  peers.  The  administration  had,  up  to  this  point,  only  rarely  succeeded  in  either 

catching someone in the act of vandalism or forcing an accused student to rat out one of 

their  classmates,  but  it  seemed  that  hardly  a  day  passed  at  the  Institute  of  Higher 

Learning where some new tag war didn’t perpetuate its repetitive scripts on the walls of 

the halls  and classrooms and bathrooms and stairways of the massive plexiglass and 

concrete construction. 

To top off the dilemma for the disciplinarians in the administration, there were a 

few  active  arts  graduate  students  going  through  a  seminar  and  workshop  entitled: 

‘Collective anarchism and guerilla tactics: techniques to avoid the system altogether’, 

which was a popular course taught by a faculty member from New York City whom had 

been commercially successful in the late 1960’s and had used his popularity to segue 

himself into the canon of Western conceptual art in the UNited States, also, it might be 

noted,  in  his  own attempt  to  render  his  contribution  to  humanity  indispensable  and 

immortal. 
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Despite the fact that he too would ultimately fail at this goal, he nonetheless was 

one  of  the  most  popular  teachers  working  in  the  umbrella  department  of  visually 

representative  symbology, and was hence permitted (with reluctance and recent strict 

parameters of course) to proceed with his syllabus uninhibited. As a result, there had 

been only six semesters since 1971 in which his class had not managed to cover at least 

one surface of the Institute in an undetectably subtle tromp l’oeil mural of a standard 

visual architectural element of the building turned on its head, like, for example, last 

year’s never-ending hallway.

 At  the  current  moment,  there  was  a  young  man  standing  on  a  balcony 

overlooking a courtyard at this, his chosen Institution of Higher learning, dangling his 

large mop of dreadlocks precariously over the railing as his outstretched hands gripped 

the thin wire handles of two bucket of paint that he carefully overturned in a measured 

beat along to some distant Balinese music that echoed across the courtyard and drifted up 

to his  big swirled head.  He kept his  lips half  puckered in an unconscious gesture of 

concentration  as  he  gravely  poured  the  paint  without  looking down at  the  pieces  of 

salvaged plywood that it splattered onto below on the unprotected gray concrete of the 

courtyard, in more than a few cases missing the plywood completely and splashing onto 

the wall and the double door that sat gleaming pink in the sun, daring someone to use it 

as an exit with hilariously unintentional complications should the timing be right. 

Right  at  this  moment,  someone  by  the  name  of  Niko  Ellis  actually  was 

proceeding down the hallway towards the double doors, unknowingly tempting her fate 

in just exactly this manner as they made for the courtyard. Despite the interlocking maze-

like  quality  of hallways,  the double doors were the closest  and most  direct  route by 
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which  to  achieve  this  goal  and  therefore  arrive  to  their  class  with  their  scheduled 

powerpoint presentation regarding the futurists (on CD), which they had already once, 

much  to  the  marked  lack  of  amusement  of  the  teacher  and  the  class,  attempted 

unsuccessfully to display due to formatting issues.

The young man had barely even considered the possibility  that everything he 

knew was a  lie  spoon fed to  him by evil  forces  of  church and government,  but  the 

thought had been suddenly present in his mind, just a fleeting whisper at first, and as a 

few vibes sent around corners and out from under doors of offices at his chosen Institute 

of Higher learning. This morning, however, there was something distinctly different in 

the  air,  and as  he  had left  the  condo he shared with  3 other  students,  mounting his 

mountain bike in the usual manner, he felt the ugly eyes of paranoia scoping him out 

blatantly, and subsequently biked very fast up the hill to the Institute and rushed to his  

first class,  which was ‘flamenco appreciation’ with a very cool Argentinian professor 

with a very thick accent. 

He felt better sitting back in the plastic chairs and closing his eyes to the exotic 

rhythms of castanets and passionate violins, but once the class was over, the feeling was 

once again upon him as he walked through the hallways. The feeling that he was not just 

being watched, but observed, like an animal in a lab. It crept under his fingernails in the 

bathroom, as through the very water that flowed from the pipes of the Institute of Higher  

Learning might somehow be equipped with microscopic surveillance devices equipped 

by the ingenuity of the theater tech department. He tried to good naturedly shake the 

feeling while in the cafeteria, and wore a smile for everyone, nearly all of which were 
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returned, but a few were askance in a way that gave him pause and made him think that 

everyone must know all about what happened the other night. 

He  loved  this  school  but  sometimes  wondered  if  the  rampant  gossip  that 

circulated around campus, especially regarding the sex lives of the students, was either 

necessary or pertinent to his education, although he was well aware of the fact that him 

being afforded the opportunity to attend such an elite arts Institution had as much to do 

with his social education as it had to do with his formal music education. From a strictly 

technique-based  point  of  view,  he  probably  could  have  received  somewhat  superior 

training  at  a  conservatory  or  a  more  traditional  music  college,  but  he  was  far  too 

individualistic and renaissance in his approach to music that he inevitably bridged over 

mediums  and  was  known for  leaving  large  paintings  and sculptures  (usually  chiefly 

composed  out  of  trash  and  house  paint)  around  campus  at  random,  and  informally 

installing  his  artwork  in  the  hallways  (notoriously,  given  that  he  rarely  sought 

permission). It was only at a place like this particular Institute of Higher Learning that 

such deviant and non-major-centric  behavior  was generally looked at  as an excellent 

thing, as opposed to, for example, a waste of time & energy. 

Already at this young age of 20, despite being an undergraduate in experimental 

music performance, he was already a working gallery artist, having had two shows, the 

most recent of which had sold out, at two different galleries in Los Angeles. He played 

bass in not one but two death metal thrash bands, and had a one-day-a-week internship at 

a T-shirt printing studio in Los Feliz. He was a member of several underground political  

organizations, one film collective, one comic book zine collective, was a part-time male 

model, a poet, a writer, a real gentleman, and as difficult as it may be to believe, still a  
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virgin... the latter being a fact he had chosen to lie about to Indonesia Green the night 

before last.

It seemed to him like someone in his position should have managed to actually 

get  laid by now, and he certainly didn’t  want to  shoulder the burden of anxiety that 

potential partner might have about his experience. He also did not want the girl to recoil 

in fear or have her own performance anxiety issues.

However,  lying  and inventing  imaginary sexual  experiences  had not,  thus  far, 

proven  to  be  a  particularly  effective  method,  especially  given  his  own nervousness, 

which just the night before last had unceremoniously and uncomfortably caused him to 

climax  while  simply  dry-humping  with  Indonesia  Green,  whose  face  and  body  he 

currently, as he wandered up to the balcony next to the painting studio, could not get out 

of his head. He felt himself becoming aroused and the denim crotch of his jeans strained 

against his erection in the sunlight. Frustrated, he made his hands into fists and shook 

then at the sky and emitted a kind of half-groan half-roar that echoed through his body 

filling him with even more pent up sexual desire. He was really angry and disappointed 

that Indonesia Green seemed to be ignoring him, as he was certain that he would have 

lost his virginity, at last, to the dancer who had beguiled him, and many other young men 

around campus, for so many long biology classes. 

When he had met Indonesia Green in the required science undergraduate course, 

he had known immediately that she was the type of woman that was so out of his league 

that the universe just might draw her to him, if only for ironies sake. 

In that biology class every Tuesday afternoon, she was breath-taking. You could 

practically hear the entire room sigh when she shifted, disinterested and vacant-minded, 
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in her plastic chair while she doodled in her notebook that had a series of neon stripes 

slashed across the cover. It was always a treat for him every Tuesday to sit right across 

from her in the round circle discussions. From this vantage point, he was able to thirstily 

study her every detail while the discussion progressed without having to turn his head to 

look at her. 

She was a very trendy young woman and wore tight outfits with tiny ruffled skirts  

and multicolored leg warmers with cowboy boots. Her wispy pink and blue hair was 

shaved into a partial mohawk and slightly dread-locked at the back. It was especially 

those few natty little dreads that really drove him crazy. He believed that someone with 

dreadlocks, or for that matter someone with their head shaved, had a Higher chance of 

being a spiritually awakened person with a lot of political opinions and a sense of the 

revolutionary in their souls, and being highly attracted to these characteristics, which he 

found especially sexy in women, he was often drawn to his classmates that wore these 

hairstyles. 

He was suddenly very bored. Standing there in the sun, he longed for Indonesia’s 

body. He longed for a second chance when he would not let himself be overcome with 

passion, and he would confidently caress every inch of her pliant and long limbs before 

slipping off her trendy thong and sliding his joyful manhood deep inside of her slightly 

pulsating  pink  velvet  woman-hood  and  he  would  become  a  fulfilled  human,  finally 

through and through a man. 

He longed to be valued by Indonesia, not for his trendy dreadlocks, but for his 

creativity and his soulfulness. He longed for Indonesia to love him, to get down on her 

knees and pledge her love to him.
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He pictured  her  briefly,  begging him to  stay  as  he  sadly  left  her  for  another 

woman, one who would be even more beautiful and sophisticated and counter-culturally 

artistic, explaining to her in a fatherly tone that he would always remember her and that 

she could always count on him for any favors of friendship or brotherhood. He pictured 

her crying, going mad, trying to kill the imaginary other woman, making a fool out of 

herself over how much she loved him, and gasped. He pictured this future scenario, and 

then again pictured her beautiful veiled vagina as he had seen it for only an instant the 

night before last, and he nearly lost his balance. He wildly looked around for something, 

anything, to take his mind off his desire, and there, sitting conveniently close to a trash 

can next to the doors of the metal shop, were a couple of cans of ill-fated house paint...

One was the classic Institutional white, of which he assumed the school of  went 

through something like about five thousand gallons of per school year, and the other was 

a  deep red color  left  over  from the  ‘intro to  horror’ film-making class,  wherein  the 

professor  conducted  a  two-day  hands-on  workshop  comparing  the  various  materials 

effective in the production of practical visual  effects  for   human blood splattering in 

various cinematic contexts. 

The young man instinctively made a move for the two paint cans, and taking his 

keychain  off  the  purple  metal  carabiner  where  it  hung from his  multicolored  woven 

Navajo belt, he gripped the key to his Volvo between his index and middle fingers.

What happened next was one of those moments in time, like, to give an example 

of moments that completely shift the axis of human thought and the outcome of its fate, 

the signing of the declaration of independence or the discovery of the hydrogen bomb. 

This moment was indeed a chronosynclastic infundibulum of the highest order...
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As he  raised  his  fists  to  the  air  that  afternoon  his  effects  of  mind and body 

stretched indefinitely to the future. When he saw the two buckets of paint sitting with 

same seductively passive allure that ripening fruit has as it hangs from a vine, glistening 

and within reach, his ignorant passion sealed the deal, and mindlessly, in need, reaching 

out to pluck these, the mainstays of the material world at the Institute of Higher learning; 

white paint and fake blood... he pried off the lids... 

He never meant to cause harm, and how could he have known the consequences 

or connections between the course of human events and his own action? 

Had he known, he would not have, in a frustrated attempt to alleviate his lustful  

paranoia that afternoon fore-thoughtlessly begun to, what would be variously interpreted 

as  vandalize  senselessly,  endanger  recklessly  and rudely  disrespect,  the  public  space 

below the balcony outside the shop at this, his chosen Institute of Higher Learning. He 

may not have, for all I know, ever have lost his virginity either, although the patriarchal 

and capitalistic society that exists at the time this story is being written in the United 

States (as well as most of the rest of the world) would most likely have provided him 

with a multitude of opportunities to do so. Regardless of this fact the young man stuck 

the key to his volvo under rim of first the white and then the red cans of paint, and, 

seeing the broken piece of plywood, tossed it over the balcony and proceeded to breathe 

in time with the echo of the Institute’s gamelan rehearsal and, along with the breathing 

and the music, to pour the two cans of paint, first one, then the other, then the first again, 

back and forth, casually off the balcony in the general direction of the splintered piece of 

abandoned low budget construction material below. 
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Approximately  4  1/2  minutes  later,  as  the  clocks  on  the  synchronized  digital 

watches  of  no  less  than  34  of  the  experimental  animation  masters  students 

simultaneously sounded a pleasingly ironic variety of alarm sounds announcing the start 

of  1:00  o'clock classes  in  “Institute  time”  at  1:10pm on November  13th,  2010,  Niko 

placed her left hand on the left half of the double door and pua! She pushed it open.... 
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*

The young man in question was a certain Homo Sapiens Sapiens by the name of 

Wiley Canyon,  who, at  the time of  this  stories writing was but  20 years  of age  and 

attending the upper-crust college of the arts in the suburbs of Southern California. By the 

end of his life, (which would come along with the majority of human beings)  in only two 

short years on the night of the winter solstice in the year Twenty Twelve, he would come 

to play a role so instrumental in the fate of the destiny of his species that he would, in 

another eons time on Earth, be venerated as a deity incarnate and praise would be hailed 

to him and his deeds by entire civilizations. The extent of this apotheosis would reach so 

far, that despite not actually having passed his DNA on successfully, his features would 

nonetheless  become so  idolized  that  similarities  to  them (tall,  red-haired,  wild  eyed, 

bearded, dread-locked... Jesusesque) would become in and of themselves such desirable 

sexual  characteristics  that  a  hundred  generations  later  the  general  population  would 

resemble him significantly more than it had during his own life.

For  Niko,  however,  the  stress  clock  was  definitely  a  notch  or  two above  its 

average level than an average working day. The definition of an average work day at this 

particular Institute of Higher Learning could entail  up to seven or eight full  hours of 

attending classes which would sometimes require as many as 3 written pages, however 

informal,  for  preparation prior  to  the  completion  of  the  course,  but  more  often  only 

required something like 1 or two or even zero hours of time and more often than not, no  

preparation of any pages however formal or informal such pages might have been. 

Niko, this person who was now in the act of trying to remember the last time they 

had to hurry like this down such a long long and clinical Institute hallway in order to 
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deliver a 10 minute semi-lecture on a subject she had only passingly researched. Even so, 

not  without  a  myriad  of  rather  considerable  distractions,  including  email,  marijuana, 

beer, and sex with her boyfriend. Her boyfriend, despite having nagged her about her 

presentation  several  times  to  the point  of her annoyance the  day before had become 

suddenly and inconveniently emotionally and physically needy, which she happily but 

regretfully  remembered now as  she tried to  raise  some kind of  concern  in  her  body 

regarding her  waiting  class  and her  teachers  expectations  and the  judgments  he  was 

doubtlessly passing on her unprepared and now decidedly flaky presentation. 

Nevertheless, she could muster no responsive motivational panic in her sore and 

trim legs muscles, which continued to slothfully gain on the double doors leading to the 

courtyard. 

Wiley continued to haphazardly pour the paint over the balcony railing as his 

mind wandered over, under and through his most recent sexual encounter, which had 

been with the aforementioned Indonesia Green. This young woman was enrolled in the 

dance school as one of four masters students in the world-renowned Ancient Druidic 

dance department at the Institute, and whose skin color Wiley had finally settled was to 

be described as darker than coffee with milk, but lighter than mocha. 

Indonesia was a spoiled girl from a rich neighborhood outside Atlanta with the 

figure of a supermodel but the attitude of a suburban teenager. She did not yet know at 

the time of this story being written that she had, in that same encounter which Wiley 

Canyon was now remembering fondly, contracted not only a somewhat harsh infection of 

the herpes simplex virus type II, but also a standardized condition of incarnation that so 

rampantly mislead human beings for so much of their existence. Indonesia, although she 
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did not know it, was approximately, as the poet Pablo Neruda might have said, thirty 

hours pregnant. 

Despite the astonishing virility with which Wiley had impregnated her the night 

before, he had not, as was said before, engaged in what would be strictly defined as 

sexual  intercourse with the girl.  She,  being sexy and ovulating,  had in fact only had 

bodily contact with a few hundred individual sperm cells, one of which was the young 

champion who, in an act often over-looked as requisite to human existence had achieved 

a certain goal, the equivalent of which would be running from the northernmost coast of 

Colombia to Juno, Alaska in only a few days, uphill...

The now gestating ovum in Indonesia’s womb would never live to see its 1st 

birthday, let alone ever discover the name of its father. Indonesia, being somewhat loose 

with her distribution of physical affection across campus, would withdraw from school 

that summer in an attempt to save face over her rapidly expanding belly and take refuge 

in her father's home for the remaining years of the later-to-be-ancient empire known at 

the time this story is being written as the United States of America. There she would 

spend the rest of her days taking correspondence classes from the local chapter of the 

City University of Atlanta and where she would spend her  downhill  battle  with first 

postpartum then post-postpartum depression, to help her middle-aged mother raise her 

and Wiley’s son. It never occurred to her to ask him for a paternity test, given that she 

had had un-protected sex with several young men from that same particular Institute of 

Higher Learning(and another college down the road), all in the course of several weeks 

of uninhibited debauchery she fell into after a particularly dear boyfriend dumped her for 

a waitress at Denny’s named Yolanda who wore the same color of lipstick as Indonesia in 
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a way that made her think that all that her boyfriend had been attracted to was that color 

of lipstick, and wouldn’t that be just like an art student... to fall for two women solely  

over the unconscious and unrealized fetishization of a certain shade of sparkle-berry, 

probably  not  unrelated  to  wanting  that  color  on  his  own,  certainly  undeniably 

homosexual lips. 

True, Indonesia had been no saint, and was both unsurprised and depressed to 

finally learn the undeniable truth of her condition later that December, right after school 

break started, and assumed, as most teenage sluts would, that it was one of the many men 

she had actually engaged in unprotected sexual intercourse with who had impregnated 

her, and not just the young redheaded man whom had prematurely ejaculated on the inner  

side  of  her  thigh  whom  also  happened  to  have  one  particularly,  indeed  almost 

miraculously gymnastic spermatozoa that would issue from his virgin and aching 8 inch 

Homo Sapiens Sapiens male reproductive organ. This same cock would become the new 

symbol of the male 'mother' in just two thousand years, and would eventually give hope 

and light to all of the spirit ships who held it in their hearts, to make the trip to Juno, so to 

speak... 

The ensuing pregnancy and birth of Wiley Canyon’s only mortal offspring passed 

him by, along with the majority of the rest of the community at the Institute of Higher 

Learning without even a whisper. 

Indonesia was a sensitive girl, from a sensitive family, and they went to great 

lengths to ensure that public knowledge of the child was kept to an absolute minimum 

outside the family, and in particular at the college across the country, which they knew 

only to be full  of drug-addled lecherous professors and had a historical reputation of 
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hosting  LSD and  wine-fueled  orgies  where  students  rolled  naked through  paint  and 

licked cocaine off each other in the name of conceptual theory. They held this opinion 

even though this reputation dated back to the sexual revolution of the late 1960’s and the 

campus hadn’t seen such extreme lusty behavior as all that in some time. In fact, even 

though the majority  of students at  that  particular Institute  of Higher  Learning in  the 

sunny suburbs of California were in fact both drug-users and promiscuous, the majority 

of this activity was either kept entirely secret or at least behind closed doors in very 

tight-knit circles of confidence that usually involved at least one conflict of interest for 

one of the participants, be it grading a student that had blown you a few times after class  

or driving a van full of innocent Jr. high schoolers to the Getty Museum while ragingly 

high on marijuana and very nearly avoiding what would have been a fatal and horrible 

accident. 
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*

At the time that Niko was still proceeding rapidly down the hallway towards the 

double doors and Wiley Canyon was pouring his buckets of pinkish paint off the balcony 

in this abstractly gestural but still somewhat spastic motion that was more than vaguely 

reminiscent of painters of that same revolution of thought that began at the 'Dawning of 

the age of Aquarius', the late 1960’s, Indonesia was at the same moment sitting gingerly 

on the floor of the dance studio upstairs in the Institute listening patiently to a lecture on 

the gestural history of symbolic meaning in modern dance as it applies to modern jazz 

technique (or something as equally elusive and based-around-swaying topic). 

Indonesia was pointing her toes in neat little rows and admiring the beauty of her 

own  slippered  and  taped  foot,  thinking  to  herself  ‘wouldn’t  it  be  a  beautiful 

advertisement for foot tape?’ silently and unconsciously to her own brain as the teacher 

swayed to and swayed fro to some experimental jazz that had in fact been recorded at  

that same Institute of Higher Learning in the arts in the music wing in the well-appointed 

recording  studio  by  an  experimental  jazz  band  made  up  of  former  students.  These 

musicians were under the leadership of the dance teacher's husband, who was in fact the 

same  experimental  jazz  composer  whose  recorded  music  was  now  serving  as  a 

background soundtrack for not only her swaying but more importantly her ideas about 

why this  particular  swaying was  distinct  and  important  compared to  more  dominant 

styles of swaying. She was confident she was doing a good service to the 6 eager young 

minds she had in her grip for 3 hours each week. 

Indonesia, like Wiley, had passingly considered the encounter that had landed her 

into current position, and had judged it as unfortunate and ‘a real bummer’ because she 
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did like Wiley and considered him to be by most standards very attractive for a 20 year 

old (she was 25 and had been sexually active for over a decade), but his level of arousal  

and sensitivity had proven no match when combined with his utter uncontainable libido 

which, until he had royally screwed up his chances with Indonesia, had had no  outlet  

other than cold and unfulfilling comfort of his right palm. In the face of a real live naked 

adult  female  specimen  of  his  own species,  be  had  been incapable  of  containing  his 

orgasm until he had actually penetrated her female reproductive organ with his in later 

times to be worshipped and, much to his disappointment and embarrassment, still-virgin 

cock. 

He had attempted to placate after had attempted unsuccessfully to pass off and 

then cover up the truth of what had happened, and given that his dorm room was dark, he 

thought for a few brief moments that she might misinterpret the indisputable evidence 

that had now spread itself over her leg and into one small square inch of her porous, 

nylon, stretchy, see-through baby-blue and rhinestone thong, the crotch of which was 

now tucked neatly between her labia’s outer lips.  

Wiley’s eyes had been desperate as he lay them for the first and last  time on 

Indonesia’s undeniably perfectly shaped and colored vulva. It appeared as though the 

fabric vanished altogether at the point past her covered, and never to him to be uncovered  

now that he had blown it, pussy which he adored so wholly and so helplessly at that 

moment that in the society of humanities future, it would be considered his first act as act 

as the embodied savior, and would be repeated to countless classes of young people as a 

mythological allegory to back up the doctrines of their societies religion, which included 

mandatory  raising  of  children  by  men,  the  mothers  and  possessors  of  almighty  and 
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all-comforting wands of motherhood, the cock. A male virgin birth is an easier thing to 

achieve than one might assume a virgin birth might be.

But despite Wiley Canyon’s apparent failure to mate with Indonesia Green, he 

and his  sperm of  steel  met  with her  and her  ovum of  cushy privilege  and caused a 

chiasma that, along with the chiasma of hair and paint that was shortly to take place  

outside the double doors at the end of the hall leading to the courtyard with the head of  

one Niko Green, would begin the path that would lead to first, the end of all of human 

society and next, of course, to its salvation from oblivion at the last possible moment.
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*

Niko Ellis had had a what she considered an unnecessarily stressful life. Raised in 

the hustle and bustle of Manhattan, she had grown up in environments that even New 

Yorkers would venture to describe as fast-paced, with a father in the trenches of Wall 

Street and a mother in magazine publishing. She had applied to art college in Southern 

California with the feeling that it  would be like one 4 year vacation from her life of  

deadlines  and tense meetings over sushi  and hard-nosed going-to-the-mattresses style 

business. She was more than a little disappointed and disillusioned when it had quickly 

proven to be such a challenge to relax that she could not, despite the inner desires of her 

heart,  ever seem to truly let  her hair down in a way favored by the progressive and 

almost aggressively laid back hippies who ran this, her second choice as an Institute of 

Higher learning. She was coming to regret this more and more as she continued to make 

little  progress  in  either  adapting  her  own  personal  uptight  awkward  approach  to 

socializing in this supremely laissez faire atmosphere or in impressing her with any of 

her own knowledge or experience. 

Some of the teachers had lived in New York’s trendy East village when it was still  

practically the ghetto in the late 1960’s and early 1970’s. Almost all the of teachers were 

represented by one gallery or another somewhere in the state of New York, and all but 

one of them had spent some considerable amount of time there. All had decided against 

choosing New York as the city in which to permanently embed themselves, preferring the 

warm weather and lackadaisical manner of life in the suburbs of Southern California.  

Here things are uncomplicated and sunny and young recklessly ambitious people can 

simply be ignored or taught to love their inner souls enough that they will stop harassing 
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you with their stuck-up computer presentations and know-it-all responses to revelations 

about  basic  art  history  curriculum  that  might  be  interrupted  for  the  less  well-bred 

amongst us, thank you... 

Or in the case of both Niko and her boyfriend of three years, Emerson Giuliani,  

with  whom  she  shared  a  ramshackle  old  apartment  in  the  slums  of  East  L.A.  for 

$500/month, who had essentially convinced her to move to L.A. to stay with him by 

producing a fabulously well-known Institute for Higher Learning in the Arts which her 

parents  agreed  would  be  advantageous  to  hold  a  degree  from.  Although  Niko  and 

Emerson’s  utterly  hopeless  level  of  dysfunctionality  and  codependence  in  their 

ever-worsening relationship often led them to think of leaving each other, they had not 

taken that step, and there were always drugs to help sedate if not solve these kinds of 

problems with. 

The campus of the Institute of Higher Learning was frequently being strategically 

flooded with large quantities of mind-altering substances, not all illegal in nature, but 

most illicit in source and obtained by any student with even a drop of addiction addled 

gumption.  Niko's  current  addiction  to  methamphetamine  salts  was  also  a  major 

contributing  factor  in  the  stressed  feeling  that  mounted  in  Niko’s  legs  as  she 

unknowingly walked towards her fate and the moment that would obliterate the fates of 

nearly everyone incarnate in human form alive on Earth at the time this story is being 

written. Along with the other individuals previously mentioned and the rest of the United 

States, most of the plants, animals, and microscopic species of Earth were doomed as 

well. 
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Luckily for her, (although not for the silk and polyester blend white shirt she 

wore  topping  casually  tight  gray  jeans)  she  was  not  to  feel  the  full  effects  of  this 

apocalypse for a couple of years to come... Even though at the time this story is being 

written,  she  readily  would  have  welcomed  apocalypse  not  because  of  her  fierce 

survivalist  skills  (which  she had no idea  even existed yet,  and still  lay  dormant  and 

undiscovered in her hopped up, stressed out, slenderly smooth body) but to welcome the 

destruction of her own life...  Things seemed hopeless and debauched around her, and 

despite  her desire  to  fit  in,  she found her drug use,  which seemed to be driven to a 

particular fever pitch of late, did just as much to alienate her from her peers as it did to 

draw them in and give her a chance to get to know them. She never had the time to do get 

to know anyone for so long now because Emerson was growing increasingly needy, as 

she suspected he had in fact finally become addicted to the meth salts that kept his eyes 

glued  to  his  computer  screen  sometimes  for  48  hours  straight  only  to  shoot  him, 

horn-balled and crashing back into her realm of responsibility. 

She felt that, if it weren’t for the sex he demanded from her on a daily basis, that 

their relationship was more like that of a single mother and a spoiled brat. This recurring 

thought immediately led her mind to consider the possibility that Emerson and his actual 

mother actually had had sex at some point, a suspicion her conscious mind avoided at all  

costs but which crept up to tickle her ass and bite her lips while she fucked him or even 

thought about fucking him, too. 

Now, in  part  because  of this  outdated  and what  Niko considered increasingly 

ludicrous and degrading situation, she had failed to properly burn her CD presentation on 

the Futurists. The futurists were an early two0th century art movement which at first had 
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sounded exciting and progressive but that, the more she learned about it, grew less and 

less appealing and even offensive to her feminist sensibilities. 

When she had walked in to class she was wearing a fancy new pair of shoes and 

the attitude of someone confident of her place in the world. She had, to the best of her 

knowledge,  come  prepared.  She  was  ready,  if  she  couldn’t  exactly  fit  in  with  this 

California crowd, to at least impress upon them the fastidiousness of a blue blood New 

Yorker, awing them all with her seemingly effortless professionalism and sophistication. 

This  plan  quickly  went  down  the  drain  when  Niko  eagerly  tempted  fate  by 

volunteering to  go first  when the teacher  asked for a  volunteer  and she had felt  the 

lethargy start to rise in her toes the moment the projector shone the image of a spinning 

disk and the error message came up saying that the computer could not open the selected 

file for lack of the proper application. All the people in the class sighed and rolled their 

eyes,  the  more  passive  of  them  turning  back  to  their  scrawly  notebooks,  the  more 

aggressive half of them muttering comments to each other about really needing a smoke. 

The teacher grimaced at the apparent delay, realizing, to his defeat, that this more than 

likely meant that the majority of the class would slink off attempting to be under the 

radar but really just forfeiting their educations. 

This particular teacher, who was not actually a full  time professor here at  the 

Institute of Higher learning, but a ‘visiting faculty’ member. He was therefore not subject 

to the practically enforced low expectations and professorial idealism that preserved the 

notion that faith in the occasional  genius as salvation of reputation & served the the 

facetious expression ‘it’s A Living...’ a helping platter of practical logistics up on a silver 

platter. No, this faculty member actually expected things of his students, he wanted to 
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feel vindicated in his academic reputation and respected worldwide. He did not realize 

that  being the only ‘un-cool’ member of the  faculty (namely because he handed out 

actual assignments and presentations whereas most teachers would just pick one or the 

other) would actually  take away from his authority among his peers  in the Southern 

California art world, where things were much the same as they were at the Institute of 

Higher Learning in the arts, that is, lax and full of slack of all kinds and not ready for 

some uptight tip, man. 

Thus, this faculty member was considering how many more classes were left until 

the end of the semester and, frankly, couldn’t wait  to relocate to Denmark where his 

boyfriend had a lovely flat in the city on a street lined with trees that bloomed some kind 

of slightly fragrant flower in the spring. 

As Niko had left class, trying to shrug off her embarrassment and act laid back 

and unconcerned with the situation, her spirits had plummeted deep down into the depths 

of despair. As she traversed that seemingly infinite hallway leading towards the courtyard 

to fetch her laptop computer and try to re-burn the CD presentation in the correct format, 

her thoughts became dramatically and repeatedly suicidal. She glanced lustily at the giant 

glass  windows and at  the  three  story  staircase  and out  the  door,  to  the  traffic-filled 

freeway  down  the  hill,  briefly  considering  the  mortality  potential  in  each  of  these 

common elements of the Institute environment, and wondered why more people did not 

die  here  on  a  regular  basis.  She  drew a  small  amount  of  ironic  comfort  from each 

potential life-ending possibility that rose up around her, like a drowning girl getting small  

gasps of air. She clung to these contradictory scraps of hopeful thinking as she made her 

way down the hallway. Placing her hand on the left side of the double doors, pushed 
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herself with timing of a desperate woman out into the new future of man, bringing along 

with her diminishing faith, the seal of doom for human civilization, and also for her nice 

white blouse, which would soon be covered in Wiley Canyon’s creatively flung pink 

paint, stains which would never come out. It was the last time she would ever wear the 

shirt.
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*

President Levi “Even” Steves stood on his private presidential balcony overlook-

ing  the  concrete  courtyard,  observing  the  activity  of  several  small  sparrows  as  he 

scooped finely sliced hunks of tropical fruit to his mouth and slurped up the pieces of 

pineapple, watermelon, honeydew, and cantaloupe that his secretary Judy had placed an 

order for specially for the office today. Judy ordered the fruit due to the fact that there 

were no big lunch meetings or catered events on the agenda today, and Judy, being a wise  

grandmother  of  four,  knew  how to  smell  low  blood  sugar  and  found  it  one  of  the 

singularly  most  unpleasant  smells  she  had  come  across  and  was,  if  at  all  possible, 

determined to eradicate  it  from, if  not society as a whole,  then at  the very least  the 

situations which she had control over. 

The president's office at this same particular Institute of Higher Learning was one 

of  these  environments,  and  Judy  knew that,  not  unlike  her  grandchildren,  President 

Steves  could get  very grumpy with no snack in his  belly.  As his underling (but also 

herself a graduate of this self-same Institute, twenty six years ago with a degree in ‘Fine’ 

Art that  landed her several unpaid internships before she returned to her alma-mater, 

desperate for work, and took a job for which she was, technically, overqualified) she was 

not interested in being subjected to even a modicum of his moodiness, and had therefore, 

foreseeing a bright morning of phone calls and emailing, ordered the fruit tray on the 

office’s expense account. The Institute kitchen had delivered it at 10:30am on a platter 

wrapped in plastic and had charged the correct school account for automatically. 
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Sometimes  this  smooth  interconnectivity  made Judy feel  very  at  home in the 

office. She liked that he Institute had an internalized feel, however false it was, of self 

sufficiency. Judy had always respected people she considered self-sufficient. 

This  quality  unfortunately did not  stop her from perishing on the first  day of 

winter in only a few short years, although some of her farming knowledge would have 

doubtless saved a few more of the surviving members of the human race from perishing 

due to lack of food after the apocalyptic string of events that was, just now, across the 

courtyard  from his  gaze,  about  to  be  set  in  motion  when  the  paint  of  one  student  

unceremoniously and rather rudely landed in the hair of another student who innocently 

exited the double doors. In fact, the student flinging paint had been at the back of Judy’s 

mind  for  at  least  the  last  five  minutes  as  she  had  watched  him execute  his  artistic 

expression with more than a little apprehension that Even Steves would turn around and 

slip into one of his moods about why nothing was being done to reprimand this young 

rebellious student who, if he was not mistaken, was not even a painting student, but in 

fact a jazz saxophonist, not to mention on academic probation and a general nuisance, 

playing jazz late at night in the dormitories where budding young actors were trying to 

get their beauty sleeps. He would probably then ask her to take some action about it. 

She was resistant to taking such action, partially because she hated it pretty much 

anytime Even Steves told her to do something about something she had no control over, 

but more because she resented how much the president of the Institute seemed to resent 

his  own students  and treat  them at  best  as  commodities  and at  worst  as  pests  to  be 

exterminated. It sometimes seemed that he wished his college was more of a factory. She 

wondered why he had gone into the field of Higher education at all, let alone rise to a 

32



position  of  such stature at  one of  the  most  important  arts  educational  Institutions  of 

Higher Learning in Southern California when he seemed to have absolutely no either 

interest nor respect for either the arts or education or anyone whom might resemble an art 

student in any way. 

In fact, he seemed to truly detest his interactions with students, and limited them 

to only completely necessary occasions during which he did his utmost to appear aloof 

and unapproachable so as to ward off conversations that students might try to strike up 

with  him  if  they  cornered  him  in  the  parking  lot  or  in  the  bathroom  or  in  the 

administrative hallway on the way to the bathrooms, (although there were hardly ever 

students hanging around there) and he had reserved the three nearest parking spots for 

himself  (one  said  PRESIDENTS  PARKING  and  the  other  two  read  PRESIDENTS 

GUEST).  Due to  these  measures  he had managed to  keep his  face  time with actual 

students to a total of only about twenty hours a school year in the last decade or so, once 

at graduation, where he gave a motivational speech, and once in the beginning of the year 

at the presidents picnic, when the Institute cafeteria gave away free hotdogs and soda to 

the students for lunch one day, and finally once in the early spring at the admissions 

office’s ‘Accepted and Prospective Students Day’. It was at this latter event where he 

mingled  most  readily.  He often  had to  prepare  for  these three events  with  weeks of 

emotional preparation, and he was seriously considering canceling the picnic next year 

anyways due to its excessive cost and superfluous requirement for him to spend time 

getting to know the customers of his business who came to have their empty vessels 

filled and their fires of creativity lit, fanned, and put to use somehow in society once they 

graduated. 
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But no, today, Judy was in luck, and despite the fact that Even Steves gazed,  

glassy-eyed,  full  of  fruit,  across  the  courtyard,  he  did  not  mention  the  young man’s 

flinging of red and white acrylic house paint over the balcony across from his own, much 

more  nicely  appointed  balcony,  although  both  shared  the  same  style  of  late  1960’s 

concrete  trim  and  were  tucked  into  similar  block-like  alcoves  in  the  sides  of  the 

humongous post-modern concrete and reflective glass structure that housed the Institute 

of Higher learning. 

Judy, still in her wisdom, noticed however at this point that President Even Steves 

was not wearing his glasses. She executed a quick visual scan of the office and located 

them sitting on top of one his bookshelves full  of literature about theater production, 

disaster preparedness, modern jazz theory, teaching & philanthropy. She then hurriedly 

made up an almost needless excuse to walk across the office, on the auspice of some 

filing errand, and surreptitiously snatch the spectacles,  slip  them into her  pocket  and 

strategically leave them there all morning until either the young student stopped heaving 

gobs of paint and was gone, or until the president inevitably cried out forgetfully as to the 

location of his glasses, at which time Judy would utilize the opportunity to make herself 

seem even more totally indispensable to this office while simultaneously easing the mind 

of this man who was her bane and her livelihood all wrapped up into one. 

He always seemed amazed that she was always able to locate his glasses (which 

he frequently misplaced) almost instantaneously, and he assumed it was because she had 

much sharper eyes than him and not that she was hoarding the item whenever she could 

specifically so that its presence would be missed and inquired after in order for her to 

earn  small  mental  kudos  from him.  He  trusted  Judy  too  much  to  ever  expect  such 
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diabolical and conniving behavior from her, and would never have believed it if someone 

had told him she had been purposefully not only inconveniencing him but pulling a fast  

one on him. These potential tiny betrayals really did not matter however, because Judy 

and Even Steves were two of the only people to ever penetrate into the inner office of the 

administrative wing of the Institute of Higher Learning and their dysfunctional symbiotic 

anti-efficiency actually  created a  very homey and warm feeling between them in the 

office.  He  allowed  her  freedom  with  the  school  catering  accounts  and,  conversely, 

occasionally  asked  her  to  do  something that  wasn’t  in  her  job  description,  like,  for 

example,  deal  with  students  vandalizing  the  concrete  courtyard  the  office  balcony 

overlooked, although he would be asking her to do something about it only because of 

his opinion that she would in fact, have some concept of what the right thing to do would 

be. He always just felt  powerless and frustrated when faced with situations involving 

judgement  of students and almost  always exclusively recommended expulsion on the 

premise that if someone didn’t want to be here, they should not be kept as part of the 

community at all due to the detrimental effect this can have amongst that rare breed of 

wealthy, eccentric, and socially functional but still  somewhat mentally ill  person who 

was willing to pay $50,000 a year to house and educate their nitwit children about the 

arts  for four years who were his customers and constituency. When even one student 

starts spreading rumors about the Institute, it can quickly lower morale to a deadly level 

and next thing you know it you have a student O.D.-ing or committing suicide or a rash 

of senseless vandalism or in one case a bomb threat that was actually followed through 

on ten years ago when 3 masters students in performance aesthetics blew up the security 
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guard booth by the main entrance with two sticks of dynamite that they smuggled back 

from a weekend party trip to Tijuana.
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*

But back to the matter of moments that changed the whole world forever. Calling 

any  of  these  moments  actual  progress  was  the  mistake  of  the  society  that  was  not 

centered around the quest for the spirit ship’s ideal incarnation. Instead, the whole of 

human thought  was patched together  around a set  of standards and expectations that 

seemed to have very little to do with the goals that at the time this story is being written  

would seem both matriarchal and socialistic,  but which would form the basis for the 

entire human culture of Earth in less than two thousand years. This whole new culture 

was conceived right when that paint hit the girl. 

Wiley Canyon, due to his role in not only the ensuing moment of gear-shifting 

status that would, for the majority of the population, spell certain doom in only a little 

more than two years, but in his exceptional display of bravery and altruistic loyalty that 

would come to define his last act, Wiley Canyon would be remembered in the new world. 

His actions and words would carry weight that would shape the minds and hearts of the 

humans in that time. The flinging of paint on Niko would forever after be remembered as 

his first act. As a result of this act, Wiley Canyon would meet and make contact with the 

woman who would come to be not only the greatest love of his life (not Niko), but the 

mother of all humanity's future children. 

She would also  become the  first  leader  of  the  bedraggled and bereft  tribe of 

Institute students that would, due to the final act of Wiley Canyon, emerge scathed and 

scarred and alone, but still  breathing and walking and thinking, from the ashes of the 

apocalypse of the United States and it’s accompanying planetary shock-wave of death & 

destruction. It would take exactly two years, one month, eight days, ten hours and thirty 
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two minutes for the series of events between the first and final acts of Wiley Canyon to 

progress. 

This  course of events would eventually also involve, quite indirectly but very 

significantly, certain tyrannical world leaders whom had ingested far too much Chivas 

Regal and the research laboratories at the university of California at both Berkeley and 

Santa Cruz. They would more traceably involve the fates of not only Niko, her boyfriend 

Emerson,  the  President  of  the  Institute  of  Higher  learning,  and  Judy,  his  loyal  and 

protective administrative assistant, and some of Wiley's closest friends at the Institute 

(Oh, and also the entire human race...).
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*   

Tennessee  Johns,  aside  from  being  responsible  for  the  never-ending  hallway 

mural, had been teaching at the Institute of Higher Learning for more than 3 decades at 

the  time this  story is  being written,  and had married three successive  generations  of 

students, the second of which had borne the fruit of his son, Dimitri, and his daughter,  

Adriana. Both of these kids were currently enrolled as undergraduates at the Institute of 

Higher learning. Dimitri was majoring in Visual World Creation and Adriana was in the 

infamously named ‘School Of Rock’, a division of the music school that, true to it’s 

name, had produced many successful bands, mostly in the experimental art rock/indie 

punk scene in LA. 

Adriana  was the  kind  of  girl  whom absolutely  every  one  of  her  peers  at  the 

Institute, with perhaps the only exceptions being her Dad and her brother, fell head over 

heels in love with upon first meeting her. She was quiet and reserved, but laughed so 

sincerely and enjoyed making art and music so much, that she was often drawn out of her 

slightly awkwardly adorable shell and compelled to perform, both on drums, guitar, and 

as a vocalist for a number of recording projects, all with different fiercely underground-

sounding  names  like  “GOD EQUALS GENOCIDE” and  “GHARNARLY”.  She had 

produced, along with her family’s help and in spite of the anachronism, a couple of vinyl 

albums of home grown thrash-pump-drunk-punk with a gritty but girly edge. They had 

had 700 of these records pressed, and still had more than 250 left two years later, but all 

the  kids  at  the  Institute  had  one  (or  at  least  those  with  record  players,  which  were 

abundant). 
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At a height of only 5 foot two, Adriana was quite literally tiny and had the figure 

of a fairy, she was so thin and light. Her rich light brown hair grew thickly out of her  

lovely little head and curled around the undeniably cute features of her clear-skinned and 

blue-eyed face and her expression was often one of blessed but humble amazement. So 

good natured was her manner that Adriana Johns was in fact one of the most virtuous 

young  ladies  alive  on  planet  Earth  at  the  time  this  story  is  being  written.  She  was 

possessed  of  all  of  the  love,  patience,  faith,  temperance,  grace,  chastity,  charity, 

cleanliness and purity of good-natured intentions for humanity that the average female in 

the United states  had generally  all  but  dispossessed from their  beings,  with the only 

exception for most of the Jesus- loving Christians from the midwest being cleanliness,  

and in some cases charity and the others, but rarely ever so all centralized in one single 

situation, let alone one individual for more than a few moments at a time. 

This girl had them all. 

She was consequently one of the most-liked girls in the entire Institute. So it was 

a  surprise  to  her  friends  and  teachers,  especially  her  father  (the  one  responsible  for 

inciting  dozens  of  acts  of  guerilla  conceptual  decoration  every  fall),  when  the 

administrative disciplinarian of the Institute, (whose office just happened to be located 

right next to the executive suite where Even Steves spent his time) called Adriana in for 

an investigatory interrogation regarding one distinctly large and, so said the janitorial 

staff, offensively detailed mural in which several anthropomorphized animals wearing 

glasses, hats, shoes and condoms on their large assortment of feral erect penises held an 

incredibly debauched and inter-species, albeit safe orgy of protected perversion. 
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Tennessee Johns did not know whether his daughter Adriana had had anything to 

do with the ridiculous but amusing display of admittedly well executed grandeur that 

covered the front wall of the Institute of Higher learning. Before, it had been a standard 

dark blue, Ed Dunnward’s Navy E365O. Something in his intuition told him that her 

involvement was indeed a distinct possibility. Had he  enough tolerance for chaos in his 

disposition, Tennessee would have consulted her brother on the matter and learned that 

he too had his suspicions of his beloved sister’s innocence in the incident. His family life 

however, was such that gossip of that type and information in general did not circulate in 

nearly  any  potentially  negative  patterns  in  his  relations  with  his  children.  They  all 

skillfully  avoided  conflict  with  each  other,  and  this  avoidance  was  a  priority  for 

Tennessee. 

This was partially due to their shared grief regarding the loss of their beloved 

mother and wife, Anita Willis-Johns, whom had had a promising early career as both a 

model and a dancer, but had, at the age of 33, on a trip to Angel Falls while on tour with  

a dance company in South America, suddenly and tragically died of a brain aneurism 

when Adriana was only 8 years old and at home in sunny Southern California. That was 

in 1995 right around Thanksgiving. 

Tennessee had gone onto remarry after a 3 year mourning period which was also 

a very difficult time for the Institute of Higher Learning due to the fact that they had 

suffered,  along  with  the  surrounding  geographical  area,  a  somewhat  terrible  and 

destructive (although historically far from the most lethal) earthquake that did quite a bit 

of damage to the campus and sent many students with wary parents packing. They were 

able  to start  holding classes again within a couple of weeks,  albeit  in a  labyrinthine 
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network of trailers in the far parking lot that spread all across the soccer field and onto 

the basketball courts, which were not used much anyhow seeing as there were few truly 

athletically-minded students  in  any of  the departments  of  the  incessantly  progressive 

Institute. Outside of a few odd theater students who played team sports informally as a 

way to stay in shape, the athletic facilities were not actually missed for their original 

purposes  and  emanated  an  almost  happy  glow from the  newfound  traffic  of  lots  of 

grateful feet walking over their dirt, grass, and blacktop everyday. 

The Institute did not shut down due to the earthquake. But when Tennessee got 

that fateful news from the director of the dance group over an emergency collect call 

(that, to be fair, the company included on an itemized recharge reimbursement to him and  

his family from the insurance company that did its best to find a way out of paying the 

policy that Tennessee had places on Anita through the Institute’s health benefit plan. The 

insurers  eventually  coughed  up  a  settlement  that  the  bereaved,  exasperated,  and 

depressed Tennessee had accepted rather than draw the entire process out in court for an 

indefinitely  long  and  miserable  period  of  time)  it  could  have  ended the  Institute  of 

Higher Learning altogether. The director tearfully and shockingly  delivered the news 

that his wife, the beautiful prima donna of two of the company’s most sensational dance 

pieces (for which they had received plenty of critical accolades) had perished in the most 

unexpected and uncontrollable of ways. 

Tennessee  had  dropped  the  phone  and turned  to  look  out  over  the  courtyard 

outside his office window and, all in a rush, remembered the first moment he had seen 

Anita, striding boldly across that self-same courtyard that Wiley Canyon was, at this very 

moment, pouring paint onto at the time that this story is being written, clad in some toga 
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of the 1980’s, easel and paint kit in hand, heading for her first class as an undergraduate 

more than ten years prior, and then he fell over onto the floor, unconscious. 

Losing Anita had been one of the hardest things that ever happened to him, since 

it left him with the two young preteens (who were 11 and 8 at the time). His first wife, 

Alicia, had also died young of a drug overdose in the early days of the Institute in the late  

1970’s and that had been awful and tragic and a very dark period of time in Tennessee’s  

life. But when you lose not one, but two spouses, the grief and despair take on an almost 

surreal dimension of intensity, and Tennessee, who was serving as one of the damaged 

Institute’s backbone, crumbled. He was released immediately that fall into an indefinite 

paid leave of absence that would go on for a whole year, and when he did marry his third 

wife, it was with the tender and somewhat brutal understanding that Anita could never be 

replaced. 

Mercedes, his 3rd wife was very comfortable with this and just did her best to be 

a  good  wife  and  step-mom  to  the  kids.  She  used  the  comfortable  and  convenient 

connections she then got to keep at the Institute of Higher learning, which had all kinds 

of  mind-enriching  offerings  for  outsiders  (plays,  concerts,  lectures,  etc)  and  myriad 

facilities that she had access to as an alumni who was also the spouse of a current VIP 

faculty member and the legal guardian of two current students. In such an arrangement, 

Mercedes Johns was able to freely use her spare time to pursue her art uninhibitedly, 

which was the goal that she had applied to CalArts to try and achieve. She was so very 

happy with her still growing and expanding body of work which was based around the 

use of  fibers of  uncommon origin as  it  applied  to  the intertwining world of  modern 

contemporary high fashion and fine art. Her delicate and unique line of clothing was 
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currently contracted out to  a  designer of international  fame, and nothing pleased her 

more than to flip open the latest ‘Vogue’ or ‘Vanity Fair’ or and see something that she 

had, at least partially conceived of, elegantly draped and arranged around a young model. 

It  was  at  these  moments,  as  she  reflected  on  her  own success,  that  she  most  loved 

Tennessee. 

She had been born in Mexico, had moved to California to pursue the American 

dream and she had found it at the Institute of Higher learning, made her sacrifices, and 

had her losses returned to her tenfold as though she was committing some enlightened 

act fueled by good karma.

At the time this story is being written, families such as the Johns family were 

becoming more and more common, (although not in the sense of losing multiple spouses 

to death), due to divorce and miscommunication. 

In less than two thousand short years, when the goal of spirit embodiment for 

extraterrestrial  space-ships is more fully understood, these kinds of problems will not 

challenge  the  serene  and  holistic  meditative  state  of  reproductively  linked  human 

organisms.  The  simple  fact  that  they  are  all  human  beings  will  unite  the  global 

consciousness and all will be as one and breathe every day of their lives to the beat of the 

all-knowing mother/cock of creation. 

This  revered embodiment,  which was also the revolutionary innovation in  the 

embodiment  of  the  aforementioned  spirit  ships,  when  paired  with  the  entrance  to  a 

womb,  incarnates  another  ship,  (or  Bodhisattva  as  the Buddhism of  the  ancient  past 

might say). In the future society of Earth, womankind will rule alongside mankind fairly 
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and lovingly, although the women will serve as the decision makers of society, dominant 

in both role and stature. 

Women in two thousand years on Earth, dating back to Adriana Johns, the first 

mother and true love of Wiley Canyon, will be taught to always keep in mind the balance 

that brought them, along with the cessation of war, to an equianimous society of pacifism 

based on virtual telepathic consensus and communication. 

Had Adriana Johns not chosen to uncharacteristically take part in what was an 

under-cover-of-night  large  scale  painting  operation  that  involved  more  than  a  dozen 

people, only two of whom were actually enrolled in her father’s notorious class, perhaps 

humanity would not have eventually become such an advanced and peaceful people as 

they continued to adapt and evolve to more perfectly house their soulful spirit ships. 

The ships would, in only a little more than two years at the time this story is  

being written, nearly all but give up on the entire incarnation experiment on planet Earth 

altogether and exercise an exodus that, had it not been for Miss Johns, would surely have 

been all but complete. 
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*

Outside the disciplinary administrator's office in the hallway on a bench waiting 

to be called in for her interrogation,  at  precisely 1:12 PM on November 13th,  2010, 

Adriana was calm, although her finger was somewhat nervously tracing the patterns in 

the wood grain of the bench she waited patiently on. She knew she had nothing serious to  

fear  from her  meeting  with this man, whom despite  not  being  an actual  dean at  the 

school,  was nonetheless called Dean Guy by everyone, a fact  that  he felt  proved his 

mastery over the minds of the public, given that his first name was actually Mickey and 

Dean was only his middle name. 

He signed all  official  documents  M. Dean Guy,  and since  his  last  name was 

French,  many students and faculty  alike assumed he was in  fact officially known as 

Monsieur  Dean Guy,  which  through casual  and often  not-fully-oriented  conversation 

amongst the yearly incoming classes of freshmen had  often morphed him, in their heads, 

into a ‘Dean’ in an official capacity, although his official title was Vice President of the 

Administration of the Institute of Higher learning. 

However, his duties of late were  actually very similar to the duties of a dean at a 

traditional college; that is, he was in charge of punishing digressors from the rules and 

bylaws clearly laid out in the Institute’s student handbook. This booklet was, admittedly, 

rather vague, but did have strongly worded and cleverly open to interpretation clauses 

regarding,  among  other  things,  nudity,  student-teacher  sexual  relationships,  drug 

possession & distribution, weapons,  and vandalism. The handbook was distributed to 

every student in the designated mailboxes at the beginning of every semester. 
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Lately the student government had been raising hell about a number of the more 

superficial  issues  this  document  raised  in  the  minds  of  the  students,  including, 

predictably  of  course,  how  much  their  officers  should  be  paid  each  week  for  their 

services  to  the  community.  Just  last  year  the  one  adamantly  dedicated  student  who, 

despite having served on the student government for the past 3 years straight (as first the 

secretary, then the treasurer, then the president) did not seem to even begin to grasp some 

of the most basic constraints of resource that come into consideration when drawing up a 

budget. 

This student, whose name was Luisa Berretti, had, in 3 years, managed to raise 

the weekly stipend from $64 to $75 a week,  as well  as raising the Halloween Party 

budget  more  than $5000 so that  that  event  totaled more  than $35,000 spent  on one 

quickly fleeting but nonetheless never-without-incident night on what had become one of 

the most notoriously debaucherous and lurid nights on the market in the otherwise quiet 

suburb  that  the  Institute  of  Higher  Learning  called  home.  In  fact,  the  Institute's 

Halloween party had a reputation that preceded itself throughout Los Angeles as well, 

drawing quite a thrill seeking kind of crowd. Luisa Berretti was mostly responsible for 

the continuing notoriety of this event.  Incidentally,  Luisa was also Indonesia  Green's 

room-mate and one of Adriana's closest friends.

From Mickey Dean's point of view, students were beginning to make too much 

noise about censorship and freedom of speech and the press. Some were threatening a 

walk-out if  more transparency of spending was not adopted, and there was already a 

group of beret-headed aficionados, led by Luisa, boycotting the cafeteria for its lack of 

what they termed ‘sustainable practices’. 
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Mickey Dean Guy had the kind of job that automatically made him unpopular, 

and  indeed,  widely  hated  amongst  the  students  in  his  care.  There  was  never  a  fall 

semester  that  passed  without  some  poor  misguided  hotshot  of  a  freshmen  doing 

something stupid and getting brought in (like the time one boy had tried to, and in one 

case, succeeded, with the use of suspension wires, in flipping some of the permanent 

bronze sculptures that stood beside the front entrances concrete walkways upside down). 

More  often  than  not,  these  students  were  already  expecting  to  be  punished.  And 

somebody had to punish these people...

“We are in Loco Parentis here,  people”, he would say to a recently sentenced 

undergrad, who, if the punishment was strict (and it usually was) would be crying and/or 

holding their heads in the hands and subsequently, everyone hated him. 

It was only natural, and ‘Dean’ was just the kind of man who was suited to this 

kind  of  work.  He  was  crotchety  and  imposing  at  the  same  time.  He  had  a  way  of 

addressing the most personal  of issues as though he were a mechanic discussing the 

malfunction of an engine. 

“Well,  Suzy,  it  looks  like  you  and  your  friends  had  some  kind  of  nude  and 

prohibited activities taking place in your dorm rooms last night, sooo... that looks like it  

is gonna be one banning from the dorms and two de-merits on your disciplinary record. 

Thanks, better luck next time, kid. Have a nice day! Next!” and so on. 

When  questioned,  he  would  always  keep  his  responses  succinct,  neutral  and 

based solely on cold, hard, incriminating facts. Once a student was in his grips, there was 

very little chance of that student talking themselves out of the path of impending doom, 

or  of  smoothly  glossing  the  situation  over,  or  of  offering  to  snitch  on  an 
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accomplice or accessory, or even taking it well. He had a particularly cold and unfeeling 

manner that left almost all those he punished feeling deflated, violated, and in complete 

and utter hopeless desperation. 

To be  truthful,  Mickey D.G.  did  not  like  to  entertain  the  possibility  that  his 

efficient execution of his job had ruined the prospects and futures of lots of promising 

young artists. He did not love the fact that he had inflict pain on these spoiled but lovely 

gems of cultural enrichment, and it was always a hassle to deal with the upset wealthy 

parents  who would never be convinced,  no matter how hard the evidence,  that  their 

precious child had actually done anything wrong. However, he did enjoy the job and was 

always touched to hear the protesting cries of students as their plights started off angry, 

progressed to confusion, and almost always ended in the aforementioned state of misery. 

If there was, however, any students who were immune to his iron fist, it was most 

likely going to be the one sitting outside his office right now. He was making her wait to 

be called in, because he wanted to make her nervous and because he knew that he really 

had very little authority over her and he was hoping to reinforce what little he had to 

work with in this case through intimidation tactics. 

It  was very clear that Adriana Johns was at  least  partially  responsible  for the 

obscene graffiti that had covered the main entrance wall the morning that a prospective 

students tour was scheduled to meet at  that very spot;  there were multiple witnesses, 

some of whom, unbeknownst to their cohort now awaiting her own fate, had already 

been scheduled for expulsion later that very afternoon. It was clear that Adriana had been 

one of the organizers of the project, according to a scabby students who had sung like 

birds when asked about their fellow perps. However, despite her guilt, M.D. Guy knew 
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that he really couldn’t touch the girl. Her father would have the faculty up in arms, not to 

mention the fact that the VP of administration,  however sadistic,  had a very soft and 

almost protective feeling towards the Johns family, especially since they had lost Anita, 

with whom he had been very much and very distantly in love. Anita's daughter, as she 

came of age, budding and ripening before his lecherously roving eyes as he surveyed her 

while  ineffectively chaperoning a party or ice cream social, he found himself frequently 

having a sentimental attachment to. 

He cared for this girl’s happiness, but struggled with the nepotism she benefitted 

from and knew that  if  he was really  being just,  he would have  found some way to 

administer a harsh punishment than he was planning on doing this afternoon. Really, he 

was just excited at the prospect of having her alone in his office and passingly wondered 

if it was possible she had committed the act just to get his attention and be called before 

him in this manner of shame, possibly even begging for mercy.

The  fantasies  of  this  grumpy  and  bitter  administrator  aside,  Adriana  had  not 

painted the mural to attract negative attention to herself or to get anyone offended or in 

trouble. She had written a song about an orgy at the zoo for the album she was currently 

working on, and thought it would be funny if the animals in the song were re-processed 

and perverted versions of familiar cartoon characters. She had modeled the mural around 

the  beloved  and  popular  animated  animals  originally  created  by  the  founder  of  the 

Institute,  who was actually  much more  famous  the world over  for  his  feature-length 

movies  starring,  of  all  things,  a  mouse,  than  for  founding  the  school.  The  twisted 

interpretations were there to greet the tour group of rich kids and parents (who were 

treating the school like more of a product or a business offer than a community) and 
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someone had gotten upset and called it in, launching the investigation that would now be 

completely waylaid by some paint that, right then, at the time this story is being written, 

was hovering infinitely in the air over the head of Niko Ellis. 
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*

So there it was. Paint. Hovering in the air in a beautiful fractal. How could such a 

simple moment hold the keys of the undoing of life as we know it on planet Earth? Well,  

it just can, thats how.      

Every moment in the linear course of any given organism's life comes and goes 

but sometimes there are moments that are more important than we can ever reasonably 

suspect or assume or even percieve. There is no way to predict or map these moments, as 

they  are  veiled  from  our  limited  understanding  of  the  workings  of  the  universe. 

Sometimes we just have to make do the best we can after the fact. 

While the paint was hovering in the air, Dimitri Johns was down behind Building 

6 in his studio, which he lovingly (and accurately) referred to as his 'secret laboratory' 

doing just that. Dimitri was really much more of a scientist and engineer than an artist, 

but he attended the Institute of Higher Learning in order to take advantage of the free 

tuition he qualified for due to his dad Tenessee's long time employment.   

So  he  stood  behing  Building  6,  which  wasn't  much  more  than  a  squalid  old 

warehouse on the far edge on campus that had been converted to a block of studios where 

Adriana and Luisa's studios were also located. It was a gross place but also a place with 

an odd power to unite the people who had no choice but to be there and share the space 

and it had given birth to many art movements and all manner of torrid college romances 

and nasty fist-fights alike over the years. 

When Dimitri first had been acquainted with the place, it had been the picture of 

desolate  drunken  vandalism.  Both  the  floors  and  walls  were  entirely  coated  in  an 
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unbelievably  textured  palimpsest  of  graffiti,  and  there  was  the  larger  (top)  half  of  a 

slaughtered young pine tree lodged in the toilets, creatively relabeled ME NOW, & NME. 

Dimitri thought Building 6 was like a horrible nightmare straight out of the great 

film of the early 1970’s Animal House; the floor was littered with the detritus of various 

past parties, an indexical layer cake of debauchery gone by, and the buildings rafters 

were  also  the  home  of  not  only  an  alarming  variety  of  spiders,  but  several  elusive 

families of at least 3 species of sparrow. 

The  building  had  an  east  door  that  faced  a  patio  made  of  corrugated  metal 

surrounded by trees that blocked the road the back exit of campus met perpendicularly 

and a west door that faced the far parking lot with a view up to the Institute. The public 

hallway area on the north side leading to the bathrooms was thinner than the south side, 

which had a space well over eighteen square feet with ceilings even higher, in which 

many crazy underground punk, metal, rave, etc parties had illicitly arisen, being out of 

immediate earshot from the main building of the Institute of Higher Learning as it was. 

Both halves of the building were lined in studios about ten by thirteen feet, with one odd 

studio stuck in the middle of the south wall. This was his secret laboratory and, after he 

had spent a month cleaning the whole building, he had done his best to make it suit his  

needs.

The Institute of Higher Learning stood high on a hill, surrounded by a vast expanse 

of  beautiful  distant  rolling  hills  and  a  suburban  sprawl  of  track-housing  that  made 

Dimitri, and in his opinion, anyone worth their aesthetic salt, kind of want to puke.
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“All of this used to be onion fields and orange groves back in the 60’s” his father 

had told him one morning, “with only the shining baby face of the Institute and a few 

scattered farmhouses marring the fertile hills and dales of this here Santa Clara Valley.” 

Dimitri thought of this as he stared out at the dales and mountains and the blue 

yonder beyond the sprawl and sadly remembered his mother. He knew his father probably 

didn't have too long to live either and his families well-being, next to his ground-breaking 

research on the nature of life, was his top priority in his own life in general. Thinking of 

his father's inevitable death made him cosmically sad, but oddly not that upset. 

Now, instead of farms, there were a couple dozen chain stores, fast food restaurants 

mostly, and some discount shopping clubs and endless cookie cutter residences of various 

cost and luxury visible from the hill where Dimitri stood, flanked by professionally land-

scaped vistas that try (and fail) to mask the charring of the  actual  landscape from the 

wildfires that arise nearly every year in early autumn. 

There  was  also  the  impending  and  ultimately  inevitable  threat  of  a  really  big 

earthquake in the region as the Institute graduates of the class of 1994 unfortunately had 

to learn to hard way, when the North-ridge quake ravaged the main building and shut 

down classes for a month or more. Dimitri barely remembered that time, right when his 

mother had died. Adriana did not believe him about this and thought it was denial, but 

Tennessee knew he had simply blocked out the trauma.

Sometimes, in his more lucid moments of architectural perception, Dimitri noticed 

hairline cracks the disaster left in the walls of the Beloved California Institute of the Arts, 

and he would run his fingers along them, convinced he might somehow read the indexical  
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intentions of deep-and-earthly-tectonic forces as simply and intuitively as a blind man 

reads braille if he could only just learn to listen the right way...

Dimitri had found through the teachings of his father that the Institute of Higher 

Learning was possessed of that uniquely postmodern quality found only at certain small 

schools  that  were  founded  in  the  late  60’s  amid  emerging  notions  about  progressive 

education and non-judgmental artistic freedom for students. These kinds of alternative 

schools were very familiar to him, and he had come to think of them as semi-successful 

illusions that were created with the intention of trying to prove that  the ideals of the 

1960’s had in fact left a permanent mark on the cultural atmosphere of America. 

The  Institute  of  Higher  Learning  had  managed  to  earn  a  reputation  over  its 

impatient 41 year existence for being a much more legitimate and older establishment 

than  it  really  was.  The  whole  administration  was  deeply  embroiled  in  its  recently 

established system of bureaucratic  administrative formalities,  and although it  was not 

failing as a business, it was hardly thriving. Like all private colleges in the 21st century, 

the  tuition  had  been  climbing at  a  steady pace  every  year,  and the  school  was  now 

entering  the  realms  of  full-fledged  upper  class  elitism,  and  although  its  endowment 

allowed many less-privileged students to attend, the number of un-monied people in the 

community  was  also  perpetually  on  the  decline.  The  resulting  competitive  nature  of 

awarding scholarships meant that there was sometimes (although not always) a divide 

between the richer students and the students with a more natural or unique artistic talent. 

There was a whole social axis ranging diagonally from poor geniuses to rich twits. 

However, it was not uncommon that even the wealthiest of the students, Niko included, 
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often found themselves  starving and penniless,  having quickly exhausted their  ample 

allowances on bizarre art supplies and more frequently, generous fun with the gang. 

If we were to assign Dimitri Johns a place on this spectrum he would be placed at 

the farthest end of the former group. He was a bona fide poor genius. Even though there 

was no way for him to know this, Dimitri actually knew more about the nature of life  

than almost anyone else on planet Earth at the time this story is being written, and he had 

recently received an incredibly generous grant from the Gettrix Family Foundation to 

begin an ambitious (and classified) engineering and construction project applying some 

theories he had developed on these topics. 

The main hypotheses that he had included in the grant proposal were as follows:

1.  Life,  on  Earth  or  any  other  habitable  planets,  was  driven  by  an  extremely 

powerful and experimental force whose ultimate aim seemed to be to perfect the vessel 

of embodiment.

2. Life, on Earth or any other habitable planets, was entirely reliant on the effective 

absorption of photons. If there was no star to provide light, there would be no life. 

3. Life, on Earth or any other habitable planets, had both the capacity and tendency 

to self-destruct if its growth was unregulated or poorly understood by the sentient beings.

And perhaps, most revolutionarily:

4. Photons may be able to be harnessed by sentient beings in order to produce more 

perfect sentient beings.

Of course, he was absolutely correct on all of these points.

Dimitri was the kind of scientist that was just obscure enough to really be  on to 

something without attracting the attention of major corporate and government interests. 
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This was a not only a very lucky thing for him and his family, but also for Niko Ellis and 

Emerson Giuliani, the latter of whom called Dimitri on his cell phone right then at the 

very moment the paint was over the former's head. Dimitri had posted a listing on the 

Institute's internship board seeking a computer specialist for his upcoming project and 

Emerson,  seeing  it,  decided  to  apply.  They  chatted  for  about  seven  minutes  before 

making an appointment to meet up before the party that night in Building 6 to discuss 

what would be required for this job. 

After they hung up, the paint was down, Emerson called the now-painted Niko 

(although he forgot why he had called her and simply asked her to pick up tacos on the 

way  home),  Adriana  had  first  seen  Wiley,  Mickey  Dean  had  been  foiled  again  by 

Adriana, and Dimitri was relieved he had heard from a computer expert skilled enough to 

asisst him. All of these occurences were very very lucky indeed for almost everyone who 

was intimately (albeit unknowingly) connected to this situation. 

Well, everyone except Wiley Canyon that is. 
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*

The Institute of Higher Learning was Adriana’s home, and it was, she knew, also 

the home of her family. She had grown up sitting in on classes her father was teaching. 

Conceptual art theory books and the strangest cutting edge music technology had been 

ubiquitous in her household and infiltrating her consciousness since before she could 

remember. She had grown up surrounded by the oddball variety of college student that 

the Institute of Higher Learning attracted, and had idolized the lifestyle of the off-the-

cuff grunge and laissez-faire  that they all  seemed to effortlessly exude to  her  young 

forming mind. She had witnessed firsthand, through their succession of babysitters, both 

male and female, the cutting edge of fashion trends from 1985 to 1998 on the west coast 

blossom and change with the seasons, most of which would proceed to sweep across 

magazine spreads and subsequently the storefronts in malls around what, at the time that 

this story is being written, was still called the United States of America. 

The Institute of Higher Learning was a veritable hotbed of cultural production on 

the conceptual level. 

 Every term there was a special scheduled meeting between a chosen group of 

students  and  another  Institution  in  Hollywood,  unceremoniously  call  “Cool  Hunters 

Incorporated” that gathered information for advertisers on what the brilliant youth were 

up to. They recruited students, whom after describing the new and interesting ways that  

they and their friends were dancing or wearing their pants or meeting to discuss the work 

of  various  contemporary  philosophers  or  mashing  their  homegrown  root  crops  or 

what-have-you,  would  walk  away  with  a  hundred  and  fifty  dollar  check  and  the 
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satisfaction  of  knowing  that  they  were  at  least  partially  responsible  for  shaping  the 

fashions of the nation. 

Once she was a teenager, Adriana began to adopt some of these trends and as a 

result was generally considered one of the coolest girls in her high school. She applied to 

the Institute of Higher Learning for her undergrad degree, but only after a year spent 

living in Toronto, where she was the instant queen of the punk rock scene, much loved 

for her hardcore thrashing and cosmopolitan spiff. While she was living in Toronto, she 

had had a relationship that lasted 10 months with a young man whom she had found very 

appealing due to his marked lack of enthusiasm for Americans with the only exception 

occasionally being herself. 

During her first year at the Institute, she was instantly propelled into a place of 

honor amongst  the incoming student  body and found her life too full  of friends and 

parties  and fun of  all  kinds  that  she existed  day to  day in  a  kind  of  haze  of  tragic  

happiness. She found that all of her classmates were generous to her and even the girls 

that  many  of  her  friends  complained  to  each  other  about  were  always  nice  to  her 

regardless of what she was wearing. Due to this flexibility of expectations, she frequently 

experimented with her not only styles of dress but  patterns of speech and actions of 

artistic value that were generally well-received. A few times, however, these experiments 

had  consequences  similar  to  the  mural  that  now  had  her  waiting  in  front  of  the 

disciplinarian’s office and therefore about to meet Wiley Canyon, who himself was about 

to  get  into  some  serious  trouble  of  his  own,  also  due  to  the  officially  illegitimate 

application of paint. 
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*

Just at this moment, Judy, whom had been patiently waiting for Wiley Canyon to 

finish his painting was unhappily surprised when she saw the double doors swing open 

and the bleached blonde head of Niko Ellis emerge from the interior hallway and into the 

sunlight.  She  saw the  whole  thing  as  it  happened  in  slow motion  and although she 

maintained her composure for the sake of the peace in the office, she knew that as she 

watched the scene unfold, that her day, and the days of the other secretaries, Barb and 

Debbie, were soon to be shattered and split into some major headaches. 

Niko didn’t know what to say at first, looking up. She literally hadn’t known what 

hit her when the paint did just that and covered her head and the left shoulder of her 

blouse  and  splattered  down  the  front  of  her  legs.  She  had  a  moment  of  surreal 

disorientation wherein she became completely removed from society’s expectations for a 

solid moment or two. For those moments, as she stared up at the wild-haired young man 

with  a  startled  expression  on his  face  that  quickly  shifted  to  a  giant  teeth-clenching 

“Ouch!” expression, oddly enough she could think nothing of but how much she loved 

and truly worshipped above all other ideas of god, the hope of starlight... for it was in the 

power provided by starlight that the spirit  ship's search was most successfully carried 

through  to  the  fruition  of  living,  breathing  life,  whatever  its  form.  Niko,  however, 

obviously did not know this and could not have processed such knowledge right then 

anyhow.

Niko gazed up at this young and wild-haired perpetrator above her, and again, 

time slowed down... This was the same ginger she whom she had seen several times 

before around campus practicing various musical instruments. For a split second before 
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her instinctive outrage kicked in, before the rage and humiliation and inconvenience and 

expense of the incident sank in, Niko felt sick. She did not know that what had sickened 

her was the weight of the entire fate of the future of humankind coming into balance. For 

those instants of eternity right after the paint poured over her, she was fully possessed of 

an all-encompassing love and forgiveness that, had it held out, may have preserved not 

only  the  United  states  of  America,  but  the  lives  of  almost  every  being,  sentient  or 

otherwise, alive on the planet Earth at the time this story is being written. But alas, (or 

perhaps, thank goodness) this was not to be and Niko’s eternal love faded fast. Real fast.

“What the hell!!??” she screeched up to the balcony. 

Coming out of the haze of goodwill  that  had momentarily  enveloped her  and 

looking  down to  find  her  new shoes,  along with  the  rest  of  her  spiffy  presentation 

wardrobe, completely ruined by a mixture of marbled pinkish paint that had been the last  

of the two cans and mixed together in the red can prior to launch by the future savior  

hovering above. 

And with that cry of anger, the fate of humanity, however chaotically, became 

sealed. 

61



*

Adriana Johns did not hear the brouhaha that arose as Niko demanded to know 

Wiley’s name while already dialing the campus security office on her cellphone as her 

fury continued to mount. She repeatedly swore at the dramatically apologizing young 

man who was waving his arms in the air in a gesture of honest regret for what really was 

an unintended mistake.

“Oh my God! I just wasn’t thinking!” he called out. “I am so sorry!”

But it was too late and the campus security golf cart that had been idling across 

the courtyard by the PRESIDENT’S PARKING sign was already rolling towards the one 

natural redhead, and the one very suddenly and temporarily artificial redhead. Roland the 

security guard was making full use of the opportunity to use it’s rather limited siren and 

to make most of the action on what might otherwise have been a very quiet day. 

Wiley  was  escorted,  along with  Ms.  Ellis,  who had been handed a  bunch of 

Institution-brown paper towels and then spent the better part of twenty minutes in the 

ladies room, attempting to salvage her outfit and crying tears of frustration that, had she 

been  a  less  selfish  and  more  outwardly  honest  person  deep  down,  would  have  felt 

comfortable  admitting  were  caused  more  due  to  embarrassment  about  her  loss  of 

composure and kindness in the face of disaster. She also felt a palpable sense of loss of  

her  love  for  humanity  but  in  her  bitter  and  uncannily  dis-compassionate  state,  she 

summed  all  this  up  to  too  much  stress  on  what  was  already  proving  to  be  a  very 

unsuccessful day. 

She went to the front of the office that now housed Adriana Johns, Judy, Good 

Ole’ President  Steves,  M. Dean Guy, Wiley Canyon and the aforementioned security 
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guard Roland who had walked the students over and was keeping an eye on the big one 

while he waited to be called in. 

He, The Big One, looked appropriately perplexed, and had taken an uneasy seat 

at the repeated somewhat aggressive suggestion of Roland and just kept muttering about 

how he hadn’t meant any harm. He now sat only three feet away from the suddenly  

intensely interested Miss Johns, who aside from finding him very fetching and attractive, 

found his apparent remorse at a strange and outlandish-sounding crime very endearing, 

and began to have the seed of a rapidly growing warm affection for Wiley Canyon before 

ever  having  been  formally  introduced  to  him.  She  recognized  the  fact  that  the 

emergency-style nature of his offense would, in all likelihood, all but excuse her from 

having to talk to Ole’ Mickey Dean after all, and that if she managed to lay low for a 

week or two after that chances were that she would never have to hear about the mural 

again or answer any of Ole’ Mickey Dean’s boring questions or best of all, even have to 

spend any time at all behind closed doors with that lecherous old dick. She sat quietly, 

silently praying that this fortunate course of events might transpire in her favor, however 

sorry she was for this poor, tall, dread-locked boy with full lips and sparkling green eyes 

who, it looked like, might very well be taking her fall for her this afternoon. 

She tried her best not to giggle at the flushed and unhappy looking person who 

entered the office a few minutes later, half covered in red and white paint but definitely 

nonetheless ‘red all over’ as they say. In the whole Institute, it was girls like this one that 

Adriana liked least of all and always made an attempt to steer clear of at parties and art 

openings, although they often pursued her friendship to unreasonable lengths once they 

learned who her  father  was.  Adriana watched as  the  three secretaries  buzzed around 
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hurriedly, trying to go over certain vital bits of information about the case to be related to 

the Vice President with the flustered young woman who, judging by her accent, was from 

New York somewhere. 

She did not like the way they were all taking about the boy as though he was not 

only not in the room but some kind of awful criminal, out to destroy all that was decent 

about nice peaceful quiet days, not to mention fine ladies clothing. She kept glancing 

over at Wiley and wanted very much to ask his name but did not, and in fact, was not 

willing to draw attention to herself by becoming involved in this ludicrous altercation. 

Judy kept trying to give Debbie the hairy eyeball about the quiet girl everyone 

seemed to be forgetting was there, but Debbie was happily and obliviously absorbed in 

the dramatics of the painted girl who was obviously very distraught. She had managed to  

close the door to the inner office prior to the arrival of Roland on the scene and had left  

President Steves obliviously absorbed in a game of computer solitaire in order to further 

shield him from the unpleasant chaos that inevitably arose whenever he became involved 

in  matters  pertaining  to  student  conduct.  She  was  in  no  mood  to  put  up  with  his 

grumpiness, which could last for weeks at a time. Now she waited like a hawk outside 

the door, hoping his bladder would hold out until the hubbub had entirely abated thus 

barring the president ever even having to learn of the messy incident. 

Meanwhile,  M.  Dean  Guy  sat  at  his  desk  and  listened  patiently  to  Barb’s 

somewhat broken explanation of the situation and without realizing it, was immediately 

distracted from the thoughts he had been dwelling on RE: Adriana Johns as he had her sit 

there making her sweat, ahem, wait. He loved a good fight, especially when there was 

one party that was obviously in the wrong and one party who been wronged, especially if 
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the latter party in question was one of the many incredibly ripe and attractive young 

ladies  he so often saw walking around campus in  sun-dresses who he wished would 

break more rules than they generally did. 

He nodded knowingly and tried to exude a sense of calm control to Barb, whom 

he also found rather fetching this morning in her grey pinstripe wool pants and black 

cotton sweater set, pressing the tips of his fingers together as he tilted his head slightly to 

the side, and then removed his glasses as he said:

“Well,  we better  get  these  monkeys...aha...I  mean students  in  here  before  we 

disturb Levi. Be a doll, Barb, and send them in here. I want to talk to the girl first of  

course... She’s the one with the paint on her, right?”

Barb giggled and went out to send the paint girl in. Niko entered and could barely 

formulate proper words but found this to be just as effective a method of condemning the 

young man, (Wiley his name was she now knew) to some kind of disciplinary action on 

the part of the Institute of Higher learning’s administrative vice president. She held the 

stained shoulder of her blouse like a gunshot wound, and tried to emphasize her swollen 

red eyes and was limping ever so slightly in her stocking feet as she carried her new 

shoes,  (light  blue  baby leather  pumps with little  dark blue  velvet  bows on the  toes) 

covered in paint in her hands as proof to the secretaries of the level of wrong that had 

been perpetrated on her. All of this fakery had its only partially-desired effect, on Niko’s 

part, of convincing M. Dean Guy that he basically had free license to punish this brash 

and irresponsible boy in any way he saw fit, a satisfaction he would certainly not have 

gleaned from his priorly scheduled meeting with Adriana Johns. 
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He might even be able to justify an expulsion, which always made his day and 

had not happened in quite a while despite the rash of incidences, given that so few of the 

vandals  were  ever  discovered  by  Roland  and  his  security  team-mates,  leaving  the 

Institute to round up the usual suspects, none of which ever said anything or gave away 

any names, especially Adriana. 

This debacle,  however irrelevant it  was to the actual vandalism that had been 

going  on,  might  turn  out  to  be  the  best  break  for  pretty  much  everyone  involved. 

Everyone, except of course, for the scapegoat...
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*

As Wiley sat for the minutes that Niko was inside Dean Guy’s office with the 

door shut, he decided to try to meditate. He took a deep breath and closed his eyes for a 

moment. Out of nowhere he suddenly saw a great swimming sea of red and white and 

saw emerging from it a boat with a sail, as though it were a lone ghost ship emerging  

from the mist on a dark night. He was shaken by this strange and unwelcome image,  

which would prove to be a true and legitimate oracular vision of the future of humanity 

and  which  would  prove  to  be  only  the  first  of  two  straight  years  of  these  images 

penetrating his mind’s eye uninvited that would increase in both frequency and tendency 

as that allotted amount of time, which was now officially the rest of his life. This fact  

was something that would also be revealed to him in visions, although his hesitancy to 

accept it would nearly prevent him from fulfilling his destiny at the last moment, sending 

humanity into the last of its many precarious deciding moments, the first of which Niko’s 

rage had just caused. 

His eyes snapped open. He continued to sit on the wooden bench, considering the 

meaning of  this  strange and unwarranted  moment  of  imaginative  clarity  he  had just 

experienced and watched out of the corner of his eye as Roland and Debbie flirted and 

chatted, Roland quickly having dropped with macho manner upon entering the warm and 

cushy office full of plump and doughy secretaries. 

His hope withered only when considering the consequences he would suffer at 

the hands of his disappointed mother who had made him paint and clean the entire house 

the last time he had had disciplinary problems in school, and the chores only seemed to 

get worse the worse his luck got. However, more than not doing chores,  he honestly 
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really  respected  and  loved  his  mother  who,  being  not  only  single  but  financially 

successful. She had worked her entire life to provide him with the kinds of opportunities 

that other kids he knew growing up didn’t necessarily get, like for example tuition to the 

renowned Institute of Higher learning, something that he was now also in the process of 

fucking up as he had so many times before on so many different  levels due to what  

seemed to him to be little other than a case of terminally bad timing. 

One time, as a child, he had been expelled from his private elementary music 

conservatory for pissing his  pants after  holding it  for more  than two hours during a 

particularly strict orchestra rehearsal, and this suddenly felt like an only marginally less 

embarrassing and degrading situation than the one he found himself embroiled in now. 

He felt eyes on him and looked to his right where he was startled to notice Adriana sitting 

serenely staring straight at him out of her cute almond-shaped blue-grey eyes, one of 

which immediately winked at him right before the office door to his left reopened and 

emitted the profile of Dean Guy, who motioned to Barb to motion to Wiley to come 

inside. A request that, after a huffy and solemn Niko emerged, snubbing the place where 

he sat on the bench next to Adriana, he did comply with. 

As Adriana watched Niko try to collect her thoughts, she thought it might not be 

so bad for Barb to see them talking and so ventured to cheer her up a little by introducing 

herself and making a lighthearted joke about the nature of paint and the oddly huge part 

it played in daily life at the Institute of Higher learning...  

This comment elicited only a blank stare from Niko at first, then drew forth a 

forced half-smile that was interrupted by the ringing of her cell phone; It was Emerson 

and he wanted to remind Niko to pick enough beef tacos on her way home from school.  
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Last time she had gotten, at long last, the right kind with the right toppings, but she 

hadn’t really gotten enough and Emerson had felt hungry all evening as he browsed the 

internet for relevant research for his new project. 

This research project, although Niko did not suspect it, would finally be the idea 

that  began  to  bring  him  some  money  and  would  also  play  a  big  role  in  the  next 

presidential elections (the final presidential election of what would shortly cease to be the 

United States of America) especially during the 2012 democratic convention that several 

of these people (including Wiley, Adriana, Dimitri, Luisa, Emerson and Niko herself, all 

of whom, by the way, would survive and go on to become members of the future gene 

pool of Earth) would be present two years after this story is being written. In addition to 

that, his work with Dimitri would prove indispensible in their eventual survival. 

Niko would come to have more respect for Emerson after the coming nuclear 

apocalypse, but now, as she listened to him whine over the phone, all she felt for him was 

deep and growing contempt, and did not, as a result, inform him of her unusual situation. 

Nor did he inquire as to why she was out of class when she was actually supposed to be  

giving a presentation, most likely, Niko assumed, because he had forgotten all about it. 

Emerson had not, in fact, forgotten about Niko’s presentation, but really did not care for 

the futurists and in addition to having little sense of what time of day it was, just tried not 

to think about them. He felt the futurists had co-opted an excellent name for an art or 

science/technology revolution with a somewhat  poor excuse for a hypocritical,  manic 

and misogynistic philosophy composed of a few poetic texts. He felt ‘Futurism’ ought to 

actually be something that was happening... right now!
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*

Roland sat in the office in front of the facilities office PC console and began to 

type up his much-awaited incident report. He had been chosen to write the report since 

he had seen the entire thing from his post near the PRESIDENT’S PARKING space. He 

had, in fact, not seen the entire thing, and the truth is that had he been looking the other 

direction at the time, that is, towards the parking lot, instead of towards the courtyard. 

Had he been looking the opposite direction, he would have in fact seen the entire thing 

transpire and no doubt would have intervened sooner. He had, however, not been looking 

in that direction. While scanning the rows of shining cars, watching the sunlight dance 

along the mirrors and windshields and ornaments like so many little gilded pixie-dust 

coated leaves dwindling under the carob trees that lined the interior aisles of the vast and 

shimmering parking lot, he missed it altogether. 

He had witnessed several routine comings and goings and was watching a girl 

(who  he  assumed  must  be  a  dancer  based  on her  layers  of  skin-hugging lycra  in  a 

tantalizing arrangement of stylish layers) get out of her sports coupe with a cup of fancy 

coffee  and  two  large  stylish  purses  stuffed  with  clothes  and  books  when  his  radio 

activated itself calling all personnel in the vicinity of the main courtyard to immediately 

intervene in the dispute taking place between two undergrads, one of whom, a male with 

big red hair, had poured paint on the other, a female, who had called it in. 

Roland had had mixed feelings. 

He loved getting some action; it reminded him of why he had rationalized the 

decision to be a security guard in the first place. He liked the break from routine that the 

afternoons events had afforded him, and it was always a pleasure to have a good excuse 
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to visit Debbie in the administration wing, who aside from always having a dish of candy 

on her desk, also sometimes served as the go-between for him and a marijuana dealer she 

was friends with. They had all known each other since Debbie went to school at the 

Institute herself for an undergraduate degree in psycho-economics and related humanities 

in the early 1980’s. Roland was a local kid and had only attended a community college 

down the street, but had worked his way up the hill to the Higher learning, partially to be 

closer to her...

He was always hoping for a good excuse to whirl through the office during the 

work day so that when she saw him at night she wouldn’t think too poorly of him. He 

never smoked until after he had returned home from his shift, and he didn’t want her to 

think  he  was the  kind  of  man who would come to  a  respectable  Institute  of  Higher 

Learning and offer his services while under the influence. 

In any event, he had not, in fact, seen the incident take place on which he now 

had to report but knew that he was faced with a difficult situation given that he told 

Debbie, as well as the girl who had had the paint thrown on her, that he had seen the 

entire thing. He had gathered nearly all of the hard facts from the story the girl told, and 

he knew that pretty much no matter what he wrote in the report that the rambunctious 

young man was in for it pretty bad with the authorities. He felt a tinge of remorse at this 

reminder of the ways in which society’s young men today were completely lacking in 

decency and common sense and completely unprepared for life in the real world,  let 

alone  just  at  college  away  from  their  mothers.  He  also  sensed  a  genuine  pulse  of 

rebellious and mischievous insolence from the young man that made it so that he didn’t 

mind personally putting his hand to the document that  would condemn his otherwise 
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probably ill-fated future at the Institute. By getting it over with now, he was probably 

relieving himself or one of his co-workers of the same duty in the near future. He opened 

the computer file that contained the standard document for incident reports and typed in 

the following:

At 1:13PM, November 13, 2010, officer Roland Hunt received a call on 

his  radio  in  response  to  a  call  from student  Niko  Green  regarding  an 

incident  in  progress  taking  place  on  the  Northwest  end  of  the  Main 

courtyard. Officer Hunt had witnessed the incident take place during which 

a  suspicious  unidentified  man  was  sitting  on  the  balcony  above  the 

E- block double doors above the entrance to the shop. It seemed to Officer 

Hunt that the man, later identified as music student Wiley Canyon, was 

tossing or playing with two paint cans in a dangerous manner and waiting 

directly above the doors for someone to come out. Niko Green exited the 

double doors and at that point Wiley Canyon poured the entire bucket of 

paint  on  her  head  and  began  laughing.  Niko  Green  called  security  as 

Officer Hunt responded to the scene and escorted the two students, who 

were yelling  abusively as one another, to the office of the Vice President 

of Administration. The issue will be further addressed by M. Dean Guy. In 

light of other recent instances of repeated vandalism throughout the school 

and due to the malicious nature in which Wiley Canyon was using paint to 

threaten a fellow student, expulsion is recommended by the security office.

He  pressed  print  and  signed  the  document  Roland  B.  Hunt.  He  sealed  the 

document in triplicate in inter-office envelopes and sent the memos off to Dean Guy’s 

office, the music office, and the chief of security’s office before filing a fourth copy in 

the large brown metal filing cabinet shoved in the corner of the crowded office before 

heading to the locker room to put on his leather chaps and jacket over his jeans and blue 

Institute uniform shirt before punching out and thundering home on his Harley, which he 
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always made sure to drive past Debbie’s reflective plate-glass window, where he would 

smile at his own reflection, hoping she would catch it. She did not and never would.

In addition to never coming to work, he never drove his bike while he was stoned. 

Never. He had told her that, but he wanted her to really believe it, too. He needed her to  

believe it, so that she wouldn’t raise her eyebrows when they made the handoff in her 

kitchen,  around  about  usually  8:30  PM or  so.  It  was  4:02  PM now,  and  as  Roland 

thundered out of the parking lot, the mailroom girl, Candice, delivered the afternoon’s 

final interoffice envelopes for the day to the relevant offices. 

M. Dean Guy, who had sent Wiley away saying he would have to speak to his  

mentor and parents before making a final decision tomorrow but that he should expect 

very serious repercussions given the severity of the incident. He told him that the con-

tents of the incident report, which he now held in his greedy palms, would do much to 

shed light on the issue, and he had promised the tearful young man who kept shaking his  

head back and forth, that his apologies would be taken into account, and gave him what 

he hoped was the assuring yet reproachful smile of the just administrator. 

        Now, ripping open the interoffice envelope with a single flourish of his silver  

commemorative 30th  anniversary Institute letter opener, he perused the document and 

found it very much to his liking. He opened the boy’s file before him, spreading the 

papers over his mahogany desk and dialed the number on his sleek black office phone 

that was written into the form, which he noticed with increasing glee at the coming purge 

of Wiley Canyon, was filled out in red crayon ALL CAPS and just barely legible.

           *ring ring* 

“Hello?” 
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“Yes, is this Mrs. Canyon? Wiley’s mother?”

        “Its Mz. Banderas, actually, thanks.” 

“Oh, I see. Well, this is Dean Guy calling from the California Institute of Higher 

Learning and I am afraid I have some rather upsetting news. You may want to brace 

yourself, but we had Wiley here in my office this afternoon and I am sorry to say it but-”

“Oh, no!”

“But he is in some serious trouble here.” 

“What did he do this time?” 

“Well, it says on the official report, which I have sitting right here-,”

“Oh, no, no, no!”

“That  he was caught in the act by a security guard while  assaulting a fellow 

student with a can of paint.”

 “Assaulting? But Wiley is a pacifist!”

“Well, it seems as though he may be a bit of a prankster too, Ma’am. He poured 

the paint onto an innocent unsuspecting fellow student from the safety of a balcony as 

she was coming out of the doors below.”

“Was someone injured?!”

“No, but the young woman is very upset.”

“Young woman? What young woman?”

“The student he poured the paint on.”

“Young woman? Who is this girl? She is a student you said?”

“Yes. One Niko Ellis. She is a second year in the fine arts program and I must say 

she was beside herself this afternoon about this.”
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 “What?!” 

 “Yes, it is unfortunate. The security office has recommended expulsion.”  

 “WHAT?”

 “Yes, I’m sorry to say, but given the circumstances, it would be in order with the  

student handbook, especially seeing that the paint in question also managed to deface a 

floor and wall of the building, in addition to damaging some work of the girl’s beyond 

repair just as she was about to present it to a class for midterms.”

“Oh, my God!”

“Yes. I’m afraid that your son is in very real danger of no longer being welcomed 

as  a  student  at  our  Institute  here.  But  as  I  was  saying,  according  to  the  handbook, 

expulsion is our only real option in this situation.”

“Oh, my God! Isn’t there anything we can do?” 

 “Well-”

“I  am  sure  there  is  some  explanation  for  his  behavior!  Doing  something 

purposefully harmful is very unlike Wiley. He is a Buddhist for crying out loud and I 

seriously doubt  he  maliciously meant  to  pour  paint  on this,  what  was it?  This Niko 

character?”

“Yes, but nevertheless, I am afraid his actions have to have consequences. You 

see, we have dealing with a rash of vandalism on campus lately and-”

“Hasn’t he apologized?!” 

“Well, Ma’am, yes, but I’m afraid that really doesn’t change the reality of the 

situation.”
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“Well, have you spoken with Tom Gerrity?” (this was Wiley’s mentor) “Surely he 

must have something to say about all of this!”

“No. I haven’t been able to get in touch with Wiley’s mentor this afternoon, and 

you are correct, he does get a say in this matter. I was hoping you would be able to come 

in to- morrow at 11:00 and meet with Tom and Wiley and I and look at our options...”

“I  guess  it’s  unavoidable.  I’ll  have  to  call  my office,  but  I’ll  be  there.”  said 

Porsche Banderas as she slammed the phone down before even waiting to hear Mickey 

Dean Guy say:

“Well, goodbye then, see you tomorrow.”
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*

Wiley, back at home in his room, was in a world of pain. He had left campus in a 

haze of dejection and defeat wandering the several blocks to the run down rented condo 

he shared with 3 other Institute students, pausing several times along the way to sit in the 

sun or stare at the wispy white clouds. He saw several people walking and a few of them 

said hello. 

He had seen Luisa, who after smirking and calling him 'big boy' in a way that 

outlined  for  him  her  detailed  knowledge  of  the  now  distant-seeming  incident  with 

Indonesia, handed him a flyer for a party that night in Building 6, and even though he 

already knew of the planned gathering, he accepted her postcard anyways, smiling. Upon 

entering his apartment, he threw his school things and outerwear messily on the floor 

where a pile of similar items lay by the side of the couch, and flopped over its arm, 

spreading out in a painful groan that his roommate, (also named Porsche), heard from her 

room, rousing her to lumber out and see what was wrong. 

Porsche Rosenbloom was a 26 year old African-American saxophonist majoring 

in improvisational adaptation and was an example of a woman who had adapted to her 

surroundings  with  less  than  the  greatest  of  ease.  She  stood at  5  foot  11 inches  and 

weighed in around 270. She had achieved the impossible by rising up from the ghetto of 

her  orphaned  childhood  to  eventually  earn  a  full  scholarship,  through  an  under- 

represented minorities fund made available to ‘students of color’ by the incredibly rich 

and famous philanthropist, Harold J. Gettrix.  

The Gettrix foundation, whose name was plastered all over most of the cultural 

Institutions  in  Los  Angeles  county  and  whose  charismatic  male  heir,  Paul,  was 
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announcing, around about  the same time that this story is  being written, that  he was 

planning on making a bid to become the next representative to congress of the state of 

California in the upcoming election of November 2012. 

One and a half years from the time this story is being written, at the Democratic  

convention in the Spring of 2012, Paul Gettrix would be riding high on the political hog, 

so to speak. Porsche Rosenbloom (also a survivor) would have, by that time, secured a 

job  as  a  security  assistant  for  the  Gettrix  campaign  through  the  connections  she 

maintained from her scholarship. She will have also put Wiley, Adriana, and Luisa in 

touch with the campaign manager,  Linnea Gettrix (herself  a survivor), who was Paul 

Gettrix's  younger  and  decidedly  less  ambitious  sister.  Linnea,  who  personally  knew 

Porsche, agreed to employ the whole lot of them as lackeys for the Gettrix campaign. 

Emerson and Niko were  there  by coincidence,  trying to  pitch  Emerson's  new online 

voting tabulation program to anyone who would listen. Someone did and he had began 

negotiations of a contract to sell the technology to a major corporation about the same 

moment Linnea walked in on her three assistants staring in horror at a set of blue-prints 

one of them had picked up off the arena floor. 

These plans had been unwittingly dropped by a now-doomed CIA operative who 

had been acting as a courier when an un-named person had attempted to assassinate the 

'Next (and final) President of the United States'. The operative had become so distracted 

and detained with the emergency mission of saving the candidate and had been forced to 

set down the package that had then been picked up by Adriana Johns, who was the only 

one who had any understanding of what they actually meant... 
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This is how some of the survivors of doomsday would first come to find out 

about a certain top-secret construction project going on in a remote area of the Mojave 

desert which was designed in part, by Adriana's aforementioned brother, Dimitri. By the 

way, if you haven't guessed it by now, that project was a ship... 
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*

But  for  the  time  being,  Wiley  began  to  expound  to  Porsche  the  horrible 

misunderstandings  that  had  come  down  upon  his  bushy  orange  head,  and  the  two 

roommates,  who were also very good friends,  commiserated at  the thought  that they 

would be separated and forced down different paths when they already chosen to stick 

together  for their  time at  the Institute  of Higher learning.  They had decided to  stick 

together  and  had  done  so  since  the  on-campus  dormitory  had  banned  them  from 

residence due to the fact that they had been connected rather suspiciously with a strange 

cloud of dank chronic in the hallway one night after a particularly rowdy party. 

Having met each other, along with their other two roommates, Dick Woolfowitz 

and Harold O’Riordan (also survivors) when they were all assigned to the same hall that 

first semester, the four of them had stuck together ever since orientation. Even though 

Harold, being the quietest and most financially stable of the four, had not, in fact been 

forcibly kicked out of the dorms but actually left in reaction to his friend’s treatment. The 

fact that he himself did not smoke dank chronic ever and had been nowhere near the 

now-notorious bust on the night near Christmas in 2008 that led to the necessity for his 3 

amigos to seek alternate shelter arrangements did not matter. He actually had hated living 

in the dorms and it was no skin off his back for him to simply tell his parents he needed a 

place off-campus (which was, due to the Institute’s outdated and inefficient generators, 

actually cheaper than living in a squalid old dorm room full of ghosts of unsatisfying 

college sex and nerve-racking all-nighters). 

Harold's parents signed the lease and left it up to their capable and responsible 

son to supply himself with roommates, which he had done by basically bailing out Wiley, 
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Dick and Porsche. As was said before, the rent in the dorms was comparatively high, so 

everyone had settled in just fine and aside from the occasional spat about whose turn it  

was to do the dishes, it was a very happy household. 

This news that a key member of the group would be singled out and forcibly 

removed from this comfortable environment they all shared unsettled Porsche a great 

deal, and she decided the best thing to do would be first to smoke a blunt to calm her 

nerved and then smoke a second blunt to ease Wiley’s tension. Then she could try not to 

think about it until the word had come down the pipeline about her favorite roommate’s 

fate.  She  had  always  liked  Wiley.  She  herself  had  hundreds  of  beautiful,  tiny,  neat 

dreadlocks that hung to her waist, and she always felt it was endearing and encouraging 

the way her non-African friend aspired so diligently, however wiggerishly, to adopting 

the philosophies behind the hairdo he had to try equally as hard to maintain. She felt their 

shared experience of choosing to top their mops with dreaded locks bonded them in a 

way that regular people could not exactly understand. 

She also found Wiley and Dick to be two of the only people she had ever met  

who were capable of matching (and occasionally even outpacing) her in the department 

of  marijuana  inhalation.  Additionally,  both  Wiley  and  Porsche  were  children  of  that 

glorious system known at the time this story is being written as Alcoholics Anonymous 

and as  a  result,  were  both  social  non-drinkers.  Although they never  chided  Dick  or 

Harold when they drank (even when they drank to excess), Porsche felt they also shared 

a deep understanding of each other’s pasts due to the uniting factor of knowing all of the 

Al-Anon precepts by heart,  if not simply that they had both grown up with alcoholic 

parents in the twelve step world. The world of twelve steps. That world, for children at 
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least,  was as full  of mystery as misery,  having been only subject  and witness  to the 

various negative effects the disease had on their guardians, without actually having ever 

actually  been  drunk  before  getting  to  high  school  in  Porsche’s  case  and  college  in 

Wiley’s,  and  both  having  had  such  a  programmed  distaste  for  the  sauce  that  they 

basically just never went back, despite being thoroughly incorrigible potheads. 

Now they sat  together on the couch,  passing the blunt  back and forth quietly 

listening to some obscure reggae and still trying not to think about the situation that had 

transpired that afternoon at the Institute of Higher Learning up the hill, but Porsche knew 

she would not be able to contain her anxiety for long.

“Goddammit Wiley, what the hell are we gonna do around here if you get kicked 

out of school?” and she shook her head full of African-American dreadlocks from side to 

side, more disappointed than angry, “and what the hell is Harold gonna have to say about 

this anyways?”

It was at that moment that Harold did in fact enter the apartment with his usual 

good-natured smile on his mild-mannered face and, greeting the gang after opening a 

window in order to release some of the pot smoke from the stuffy hot box the apartment 

had become, took a seat at the foot of the coffee table, placing his books on it before 

looking around and realizing his friends seemed rather glum.

“What’s the deal? Why is everyone so long in the face?” he asked after glancing 

from the unenthusiastic Dick (who had also wandered into the blunt session from his 

own room at some point) to pissed-off Porsche to Wiley who despite seeming the same 

as ever, now carried a pallor of concern that Harold could not put his finger on. 
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No one answered him right away, which at this point in living with three pot-

heads, he had grown relatively used to, even preferred occasionally, but he could sense 

something  was  really  wrong  here,  so  he  uncharacteristically  repeated  himself.  

“What’s the matter guys? What is going on today anyways?”

Still no response, so he decided to try and address one them individually.  His 

perception of the shift within, if not on the outside of Wiley drew him to inquire directly 

of his mop-topped companion. 

“Wiley, what’s wrong? Why is everyone so spaced out?”

It  was Porsche  though who answered him this  time and with  a  tone  of  deep 

annoyance pointed towards Wiley. 

“It’s this sad motherfucker here!” and slapped the side of Wiley’s chest just a 

little too hard for Harold’s comfort with the back of her haphazard fist. “He has, LIKE 

AN IDIOT,” suddenly she was yelling, “gone and gotten his stupid ass expelled from the 

fucking Institute of Higher learning!”.

“What??” said Harold and suddenly all four of them seemed to be talking at once, 

with all manner of confusion thrown in for Harold as he tried to pick apart the fragments 

of the tale through Porsche’s now-borderline abusive screaming and Dick’s half-hearted 

but very sad defense of Wiley with his own questions. 

Harold  found  his  heart  was  beating  fast  and  he  thought  maybe  he  was 

experiencing a contact high as his head swam around this news. He raised his voice a 

little to try to get Porsche to shut up for a second so he could hear the words Wiley was  

speaking in hopes of some kind of clarification if not comfort, but to no avail. Porsche 

continued to wail on Wiley and finally, in exasperation, as if she had suddenly decided 
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that she was not willing to personally expend all her energy (although Harold imagined 

that she secretly wished everyone wanted her to expend it, all of it, every last drop for the  

sake of berating and entertaining them all) on these fools, these idiots! So she hauled her 

form off the couch and after laboring back to her bedroom, slammed the door, for good 

measure and theatrical affect, and the three men, young as they were, were left in sudden 

and uncomfortable and even downright sad silence. 

After a moment of tension, they all exchanged eye contact and glanced towards 

Porsche’s room before Harold once again inquired as to the circumstances that would 

cause such an outburst of invective on the part of his dear, dear roommate Porsche.

“Well...”  Wiley  began,  suddenly  realizing  the  deep  disappointment  he  had 

inadvertently set up for his sensitive old friends that might, he now realized, throw a real 

wrench into their happy and carefree collective lifestyle that seemed to work so well for 

them, “I did, in fact, just get suspended from school.”

“Sheesh!” uttered Dick from the side.

“Oh.” Harold replied in a very small voice that he had tried but failed to inflate. 

Harold was bitterly  upset  all  of a  sudden.  He felt  a  headache coming on and 

found his mind wandering at top speed into a few particularly dark corners of the future 

that he usually did his best to avoid. What would happen now, his mind asked itself. Will  

we be able to stay here? Will we have to try to replace Wiley in this condo household? 

Impossible, no one could replace Wiley! But can we afford this? 

However, the real but repressed questions that suddenly haunted him contained a 

sadness much deeper than he was expecting and suddenly he had the sensation of being 

off balance at the cusp of a great abyss that felt like it was sucking him in. Or trying to 
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suck him in. Harold, however, was not only Wiley's room-mate but a close friend of 

Dimitri Johns and would not, against all odds, end up being sucked in. 
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*

Dick, on the other hand, was experiencing an entirely different type of reaction 

that had a lot more to do with “the love that shall not be named” as it had been called 

when he first learned about homosexuality in high school English class. These feelings 

were mostly inspired by the fact that he was lucky enough to have witnessed Wiley in the 

nude on numerous occasions,  an experience  that  had so strongly activated his  erotic 

imagination that he was now forced to stuff all of the hopes and stifled joy he sought 

through the daily possibility that he would find himself alone with Wiley. 

In  his  fantasy,  they  would  both  be  thoroughly  uninhibited  somehow,  perhaps 

through the use of magic mushrooms or LSD, into the freedom to reach out to him, touch 

and caress his milky smooth skin, to touch his cock to his friend's big lips, to grip the  

dreadlocks like handles, pushing himself orgasmically into Wiley again and again. This 

was his most common sexual fantasy these days; that he would catch Wiley just after a 

shower or late at night, say 4:00 in the morning, in some completely open and completely 

horny state of mind. 

They  had  talked  about  it.  Sure,  they  had  talked  about  their  practically 

non-existent sex lives tons of times and had shared the most scintillating of marginalia 

requiring the subject imaginable, including the Indonesia incident. The things they said 

out loud to each other were equal only to straight dirty-talk had they not been uttered 

under the auspice of oneupsmanship. 

There was an overall sense to the situation in Dick's mind however, that although 

Dick had had sex with two girls before, what he really longed for was the connection 

only achievable with another guy. He did not hate sex with girls by any means, but his 
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long-time girlfriend, the aforementioned activist Luisa Berretti was rarely in the mood 

and Dick wanted to experiment. 

Perhaps he would have seized the opportunity sooner if he had had any inkling of 

the disaster that would occur in just over two years that would leave his object of desire 

both dead and responsible for the survival of Luisa, Harold, Porsche and all of the other 

human survivors of the bombs. Unfortunately for Dick, his fantasy of gay sex with Wiley 

would never come true, although it would be a universally understood yearning in just 

over two thousand years as the whole population  of Earth was permanently sexually 

infatuated with the same individual.

Dick looked at Wiley and sighed before reaching out and taking Wiley's hand in 

his own. He looked into his scared and stoned eyes and said:

“We will get through this. I promise.” 

Had he only known how right and yet how wrong he was, he would have just  

kissed him right then, even with Harold  there. He would not have cared. Nothing but 

love would have mattered ever again...
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*

While these four room-mates were back at the ranch, Luisa Berretti was sitting in 

her afternoon creative writing class. They had been working on writing exercises based 

on a single initial short-story assignment all semester and she was bored and frustrated 

and distracted by looking forward to the party tonight. She had been running herself 

ragged trying to make a difference at the Institute of Higher Learning to no avail and her 

activism seemed to make some people very uncomfortable. Luisa also really disliked this 

particular writing professor and did not make tons of effort to hide this fact by never 

volunteering to read her pieces out loud in class, no matter how she was prodded. 

 “I want you to write a short piece using one of your major characters” said the 

professor.  “Take  them  on  a  journey  with  another  character  and  have  something  go 

terribly wrong and have the other character die violently in order to imagine the way 

your character would deal with that” the teacher ordered the class of students. 

Luisa vocally protested to this exercise immediately because 'it would mess up 

her brain' to try to write something that she knew would quickly become not only an 

inextricable part of the life of her characters but would unnecessarily complicate a story 

that was already almost impossible to keep track of to begin with... However, when she 

did briefly try to explain her objections, the teacher said, and not without a strongly snide 

undertone:

“Well, welcome to college, honey...”

“BULLSHIT BULLSHITBULLSHIT!!”  replied Luisa inside her mind, of course, 

seeing that she already had at least one irreversible falling out with one specific teacher 

on campus... 

88



As farfetched as she had considered  that  situation to be, she had walked in on 

Mercedes Ortiz-Johns, the foster mother of her best friend Adriana and the wife of her 

favorite teacher Tennessee Johns having sex with her boyfriend Dick. She had totally 

freaked out, but the older woman was so shaken by the situation that she had claimed all 

responsibility.  Mercedes  was  terrified  that  Luisa  would  have  no  problem  telling 

Tennessee all about it, and so had instantly tried to enact a reverse black-mail upon the 

headstrong and furiously jealous young girl. She had offered her and Dick anything to 

forgive her own indiscretion (although the seduction had really been a two-way street, not 

that Dick was about to speak up in that high tension moment).

Luisa had agreed to be owed a favor, a  big favor, by Mercedes in the future in 

exchange for keeping her mouth shut. Dick agreed not to say anything and successfully 

begged Luisa to forgive him as well. She had agreed out of resignation and the reasoning 

that, aside from preserving the marriage in question, protecting Adriana and Dimitri from 

any undeserved slander was, actually, very important.  

That had all been taken place the previous Spring, and in spite of the promise of a 

favor from the adulterous Mercedes, she knew she was (and probably always would be) 

on thin ice with the administration of this goddamned campus. 

In addition to her activities on the student council, she just had too much on her 

plate practically and emotionally speaking. Her roommate Indonesia had been miserable 

for weeks since her boyfriend broke up with her and she had been casually hooking up 

with  different  guys  almost  every  night,  leaving  Luisa  to  either  stay  at  Dick's  (not 

something she always relished due to his single-sized mattress draped in dirty sheets) or 

lurk in the computer lab working on her thesis project. She had been trying to write a  
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semi-fictionalized autobiographical  novel detailing the epic  failures of the Institute  of 

Higher  Learning to  effectively  educate  herself  and her  friends  in  preparation  for  the 

challenges and traumas that the patriarchal and capitalistic society would impose on them 

soon after they graduated. 

Although she genuinely enjoyed writing, she was afraid that the self-referential 

quotient had already been reached in her novel to the point where there were very very 

few differences between her life and her character's life. 

As she now sat in writing class she knew her only true way out of doing this 

irrelevant and counter-productive writing exercise was to continue down this path even 

further, multiplying the similarities between the fictional world and the real world even 

more until they became even more inseparable. She was disgusted with this annoying 

hypocritical  glorified  recovering  addict  that  she now regretfully  found herself  paying 

money to cow-tow to. Aside from the fact that this teacher had more tattoos on her body 

than any student in the class and was sporting a casually conservative outfit  that she 

might have bought at any regular mall. The teacher's outfit was offset ever so gently to fit  

with her new (reformed) lifestyle with trendy costume jewelery and a smart pair of square 

spectacles. She was barely older or smarter than any of the students in the room. 

Luisa could sense whether this woman would never be able to become any kind of 

ally or advocate for her well-being and she got even angrier. Like so many others, she 

would just end up as another adversarial snot-headed know-it-all who does not care about 

neither what NOR how Luisa was trying to express. 

What she was actually trying to express was this:
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Being the president of the student body in a place and time like the Institute of 

Higher Learning in the year 2010 feels like being the captain at the at the helm of a ship 

that doesn’t really exist that you are sailing like your life depended on it because, in order 

to survive, you have to navigate a stormy sea but it also doesn’t really exist because you 

have been sent on a mission of discovery and conquest by the king of some country 

somewhere that is now far far away that now you are not sure ever really existed. Sort of 

like  Columbus  or  Magellan,  but  instead  of  actually  having  to  brave  high  seas,  just 

hallucinating the whole thing out of midair for the cultural edification of some absentee 

millionaire who “loves” and “cares” about the “arts”. Somehow, though, this process is 

still just as viscerally perilous and psychologically mysterious and unknown as I imagine 

the situation of aforementioned explorers to be. This was what she was always trying to 

express recently. 

And as always, Luisa was the only one person in the group to propose a break 

from the pre-ordained schedule and the  only one who didn't  act  like a  total  suck-up 

automaton when given what she had come to think of as nothing more than a creative 

work order.

“Thats right, “ she thought angrily to herself, “its a work order, and I am, for all 

intents and purposes,  a janitor  of the arts!  I  guess it  must  all  be a  part  of the hero's 

journey...” 

Luisa sarcastically rolled her eyes as pronouncedly as possible without drawing 

too much attention to her quickly-approaching bad mood. She hated that she would now 

have to spend the rest  of the day dealing with the bad mood and of course with the 

consequences of barely fulfilling class expectations and having a bad attitude about what 
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little work she could do in the vein she was being unwillingly-directed towards. When the 

professor asked for a volunteer to read what they had written out loud, Luisa cast her eyes 

down and didn't look up until class was over.

“Welcome to college” she said under her breath. Had she known the world was 

actually going to end soon, however, perhaps she wouldn't have wished so hard at this  

point for that very thing to occur...
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*

So, in the interest of time, which, at the time that this story is being written, is 

running quite short, here is how the whole thing went down...

After the party in Building 6 that night, Adriana and Wiley very quickly fell in 

love and eventually got together (and yes, Wiley finally  lost his  virginity...  and don't 

worry, it was good).

Wiley was suspended, not expelled, after his mentor, Tom Gerrity, stepped in on 

his behalf and reasoned with M. Dean Guy that he had in fact meant no real harm from 

the fateful and penultimate paint fling. He spent the two week suspension doing chores 

for his mother Porsche and it was not as bad as he remembered, knowing that he would 

see Adriana again soon. 

After most of the students in question had graduated, they remained close friends 

and worked together on the Gettrix for Congress campaign that traveled to the 2012 

democratic convention where they found the mysterious blue-prints and Emerson made 

fast friends with Dick, unknowingly tying himself and Niko to the group in a way that  

would eventually save both their lives. 

Once  Adriana  figured  out  what  was  going  on  in  the  plans,  she  confirmed  it 

confidentially  with  her  brother  Dimitri.  Her  spirit  soared  with  pride  to  know of  her 

brother's unprecedented accomplishment. He had actually built, along with a crack team 

of scientists and engineers, a vessel capable of sustaining live human beings indefinitely 

in orbit around the little blue planet that would soon turn red and white.

Months went by, and the geopolitical situation grew steadily more unstable as the 

election in the soon to be defunct nation of the United States of America took place for 
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the last time. Rather than announcing results, news channels reeled with unbelievable 

revelation that both the democratic and republican candidates were both reported to have 

been assassinated. In the case of the democratic candidate, this was not actually true but a 

cover meant to throw the terrorists off the scent. There were rumors of impending major 

nuclear warfare flying everywhere. 

Sensing something  BIG,  Adriana had become the chief actor in delivering the 

impossibly  ragtag  bunch  of  Institute  affiliated  people  she  most  cared  about  to  her 

brother's  ship.  There  was  a  mad-dash across  the desert  as  reports  of  city  after  city's 

incineration reached the band of friends by a solar-powered radio. It became apparent 

halfway through their journey, that there was no longer any sunny Southern California to 

return to should they not make it all the way to Mojave.

The final hour approached on December 21st, 2012 and three separate cars all 

skidded to a stop in front of the fence in the desert that warned them to keep out, where  

Dimitri Johns was waiting anxiously for their arrival. The first car, (the Volvo station 

wagon)  containing  Adriana  Johns  and  Wiley  Canyon,  Dick  Woolfowitz  and  Luisa 

Berretti, Porsche Rosenbloom, Harold O'Riordan and Mercedes Ortiz-Johns was the first 

to arrive. They all piled out and began rushing inside the fence, trying to carefully listen 

to and carry out Dimitri's detailed instructions for boarding.

Next  to  pull  up  was  an  armored  SUV with  a  homemade-looking  gun  turret 

mounted over it's sun roof. Linnea Gettrix was driving and the democratic candidate for 

president was sitting in the front passenger side looking like something out of a Vietnam 

movie. The two of them had brought more luggage than the first car combined but were 
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just as unceremoniously rushed into the strange saucer-shaped vehicle that was barely 

visible through the rising dust cloud. 

Finally,  a  small  green  old-model  hybrid  two-seater  approached  the  fence  and 

Emerson  Giuliani  clambered  out  of  the  driver's  side  before  hurriedly  opening  the 

passenger side door and lifting a limp and unconscious Niko Ellis, fireman style, onto his 

back with one hand and waving madly to Dimitri with the other. 

These twelve people all piled into the space ship and listened to the radio. There 

was nothing but static. Dimitri looked gravely around and made a short speech about 

how this was his ship, given that he was the only one of the top-secret firm who had been 

contracted to build the thing by the Gettrix Corporation over two years ago that was still 

living and breathing and walking around. The rest  had perished in the flames of the 

Denver convention center less than an hour ago in Colorado. Most of the secondary cities 

were hit when it was too late to evacuate, and there would have been almost nowhere to 

go anyhow to escape the fallout.

So it was Dimitri's ship. He was the only one who knew how it worked. He set 

everyone up with a job and called it. They were leaving. Now.

They all listened carefully and did what was asked of them by their new steadfast 

captain with the luck and skill of those desperate to achieve the impossible. 

When  Tennessee  had died  a  year before,  Dimitri  had vowed to protect  both 

Adriana and Mercedes, knowing all too well what that might eventually entail. They had 

gathered the group based on who they had with them right before all hell broke loose. 

They had all  coincidentally  been at  an art  opening of Wiley's  new paintings,  mostly 
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featuring  old  Spanish  galleon  on  abstract  chaotic  red  and  white  backgrounds  when 

Adriana got the call from Dimitri to come now or else. 

Now, as the air outside the ship turned red, they seemed ready to go, that is to 

depart from their home planet indefinitely, which is no laughing matter. Then something 

went wrong. A stop-gap emergency anchor brake outside the ship had somehow been 

overlooked in the hurry. Somebody had to go outside and take it off. 

There was a fight that ensued where some volunteered, others wept. Dimitri was 

completely unwilling to chance sacrificing himself by stepping outside the airlock. 

“If I die, we all die!”  he exclaimed. Everyone knew that was true. 

Adriana immediately offered herself for the job, but Wiley and Dimitri and Luisa 

and Mercedes all rallied instantaneously against allowing this to pass. 

Niko was still unconscious. Emerson volunteered but was shot down by Dimitri, 

who knew they would need his computer skills to survive. Dick, Porsche, Harold and 

Luisa all sat stone-faced, their eyes full of despair. Mercedes stepped up, looking at Luisa 

as she said:

“I have lived a good life. I will go.” 

This noble proposal  was just as quickly vetoed by Dimitri, who thought of her as 

his own mother. Linnea and the democratic candidate outright refused to go no matter 

what. They had paid for the damn space-ship and were not giving up everything for these 

people they barely even knew. They would sooner starve than serve their own societal  

remnant in so altruistic a manner. Politicians!

So that left Wiley and he knew it... 
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Adriana's heart was broken. She looked into her true love's eyes and kissed him 

three times as she started to cry uncontrollably. Wiley held her for a moment and told her 

that she must survive so that she could always hold the flame of the world in her heart. 

He bowed before his fellow humans, and turned to exit the ship.

The rest, as they say at the time this story is being written, is history...
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